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Mr. BENTLEY, 
25 8 ry 5 N Have often (during this Play's being 
in the Preſs) been importun'd for 
] 1 a Preface; which you, I ſuppoſe, 
Jo TS * would have ſpeak ſomething in Vin- 
Yo; VANCE: dication of the Comedy : Now 'to 
pleaſe you, Mr. BEN T LEV, Iwill, as briefly as I can, 
ſpeak my Mind upon that Occaſion, which you 
may be pleas'd to accept of, both as a Dedication 
to your ſelf, and next as a Preface to the Book, 


Ap I-am not a little proud, that it has hap- 

pen'd.into my Thoughts to be the firſt who in theſe 
latter Years has made an Epiſtle Dedicatory to his 
Stationer : It is a Compliment as reaſonable as it 
juſt, For, Mr. BENTLEY, you pay honeſtly for the 
Copy; and an Epiſtle to you is a ſort of an Ac- 
quaintance, and may be probably welcome; when 
to a Perſon of higher Rank and Order, it looks 
ea | 3 | like 
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1 85250 PR 3 which. be 1 % 
does not deſerve, and therefore 5 17 5 eit hg 


to Pe e N for,” 


"At to the ee of this 5 between 
Friends and Acquaintance, I believe it is poſſible 
that as much may be ſaid in its behalf, as heretofore 
has been for a great many other. But of all the 


apiſh Qualities about me, I have not that of being 


fond of my own Iflue; nay, I muſt confeſs my- 


ſelf a very unnatural Parent, for when it is once 
brought into the World, &en 15 the Brat vir tor a 


acl, I fay. 


Tur Obj eckiens made againſt the Merit 5 a 5 ; 


poor Ply 4 muſt confeſs, are very a 


bh Sg "Eng Aa . Lady that ſhall be name 


| cauſe the World may think civilly of her; og q 


oh Sherreu J tis ſo filthy, fo baudy, no Woman | 


ought to be ſeen at it: Let me die, it has made me 


ſick. When the World lyes, Mr. BenTLEvY, ifthat 

very Lady has not eaſily digeſted a much ranker 
Morſel in a little Ale-houſe towards Paddington, 
and never made a Face at it. But your true Jilt is 
2 Creature that can extract Baudy out of the chaſt- 
eſt Senſe, as eaſily as a Spider can Poiſon out of 


2 Roſe : They know true Baudy, let it be ever ſo 


much conceal'd, as perfectly as Fal/taff did thy true 
Prince by Inſtinct. They will ſeparate the true 
Metal * che Allay, let us np it as well as 


l 1 4 We 


DEDICATION. 


E can: Some Women are the Pcb 5 
Filthineſs. Though I have heard a Lady (that 
has. more ModeRy than any of thoſe She-Criticks, 
and I am ſure more Wit) ſay, ſhe wonder'd at the 
Impudenee of any of her Sex, that would pretend 
EZ to underſtand the thing call'd Bawdy.' So Mr. 

3 BeEenrTLEy, for ought Iperceive, my Play may be 
innocent yet, and the Lady miſtaken in pretending 

to the Knowledge of a Myſtery above her; 
to ſpeak honeſtly, ſhe had beſides her Wit Sib : 
Education; and, if we may _ nme un 
not buried her Talent neither. NY 


brow e 
+ KH — x 3 W. 
* A. 


bs | Tar i Bs Mr, 8 all Ican fo | in a bebelt 

Fi | of my Play, wherefore I throw it into your Arms 

make the beſt of it you can; praiſe it to your- 
Cuſtomers ; ſell Ten Thouſand of them . poſſi- 
ble, and then * will complet the Wilhes of 


3 
— 


n aur Friend and Servant, © 


O OT war. 
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By. the Lord FatnLAn pe Str 


7 Than we 7 A th this e 1 45 

5 LET 112 ) Bear the hard Pate of an abandon d Stage : 
th Grief we fee you ravihh'd' from our £ Mts ee 

And curſe the feeble Virtue of our Charms, © 

Curſe your falſe Hearts, for none ſo falſe as they, 

And curſe the Eyes that Hole thoſe Hearts away. 

e faithleſs Friends, there was a Time © 

¶ But ob the ſad Remembrance of our Prime! ) 

Il pen to our Arms with eager Foys ye flew, 

And we believ'd your treach'rous Hearts as true, 

As &er was Nymph of ours to one of you. 

But a more pow'rful * Saint enjoys ye now ; 

Fraugbt with fweet Sins and Abſolutions tos 

To her are all your pious Vows addreſt, 

She's both your Love's and your Rehigion's Tf, 
The faireſt Prelate of her Time, and beſt. 

Me own her more deſerving far than we, 

A juſt Excuſe for our Inconſtan . 

Yet *twas unkindly done to leave us fo; 
Firſt to betray with Love, and then undo, 

A horrid Crime y are all addicted to. | 


Tos 


Pope Joax. 


* 


_— A 


--— PROLOGUE 


75 ſoon, alas ! your Appetites are 2 4. 
And Phillis rules no more when once enjoy 4: 
But all raſh Oaths of Love and Conflancy, 
With the too_fhort forgotten Pleaſures dis: 


I ili fhe, © poor Soul, robbe of her deareſt Eaſe, 
Still drudges on, with vain Deſire to pleaſe ; | 


And reftleſs follows you from Place to Place, 
For Tributes due to has autumnal Face. 
Deſerted thus by ſuch. angyatefut 1M en, 


How can we hope youll Ger return again? 


Mit now's our only Treaſure left in flore, 
And that's a Coin will -paſs with you no more. 


Here's xg. new Charm to tempt ye as before, ! 


(True Bullies ! quiet when the Dangers near) 


You who fuch dreadful Bullies would appear, f 
Shew your great Souls, in damning Poets hero. 
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M E N. 


Captain "ITE "Mr; Betterton,. 
Courtine, Mlcir. Smith. 
Sir Davy Dunce, Mr. Nokes. 
Sir Folly Jumble, Mr. Leigh. 


ou in a Servant 
» ON. 
to Beauguard, Mr. Jevon, 


* Bones, 
Vermin, a Servant} 
to "wy Davy, 5 A. * 
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ACT CEN. 
Enter Beaugard, Courtine, and Fourbin. 


BEAU GARD. 
REY Pox o Fortune! Thou art always teaz- 
ing me about Fortune: Thou riſeſt in a 
Morning with Ill-luck in thy Mouth; 
nay, never eateſt a Dinner but thou 
ſigheſt two Hours after it, with think- 
>oPos ing where to. get the next. Fortune be 
i damn'd, fince the World's fo wide. 
Cour. As wide as it is, *tis ſo throng'd and cramm'd 
with Knaves and Fools, that an honeſt Man can hardly 
gets gin. 5 3-5; 385 
Beau. Do, rail, Courtine, do: it may get thee Em- 
ploy ment. Th, ö 


— 


A | 8 - Cours 
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Der. At you 1 ought to rail; twas your Fault * 
left our Employment abroad, to come home and be 2 4 
al: and now we as loyally ſtaive for it. | 
Beau. Did not my Anceſtors do it before thee, Mas? 
1 tell thee, Loyalty and Starving are all one. The old 
Cavaliers get ſuch a Trick of it in the King's Exile, that 
their Poſterity could never thrive ſince. 

Con. Tis a fine Equipage I am lik'd to be reduced to; 
I ſhall be-e're long as greaſy as an Alſatian Bully; this 
a a flopping Hat, pinn'd up on one fide, with a ſandy 
weather-beaten Peruque, dirty Linen, and to compleat 
the Figure, a long ſcandalous Iron Sword jarring at my 
Heels like a | | 

Bean. Snarling, thou meaneſt, like its Maſter. 

Cour. My Companions the worthy Knights of the moſt 
Noble Order of the Poſt ; your Peripatetick Philoſo- 
phers ef the Temple-walks, Rogues in Rags, and yet 
not honeſt; Villains that undervalue Damnation, ſtill 
forſwear themſelves for a Dinner, and hang _ Fathers 
tor half a Crown. | 

Beau. I am aſham'd to head a Soldier talk of Starving. 

Cour. Why, what ſhall I do? I can't ſteal | 

Beau. Tho' thou canſt not ſteal, thou haſt other Vices 
enough for any induſtrious Fellow to live comfortably 

upon. 

Cour. What ! wouldſt thou have me turn Raſcal, and 
run cheating up and down the Town for a livelihood ? 
I would no more keep a Blockhead Company, and en- 
dure his nauſeous Nonſenſe in hopes to get him, than I 
would be a Drudge to an old Woman with rheumatick 


Eyes, hollow Teeth, and ſtinking Breath, for a Penſion: 
Of all the Rogues I would not be a F oolmonger. 


Beau. How well this Niceneſs becomes thee ! I'd fain - 
ſee thee een turn Parion in a Pet, o'purpole to rail at all 
thoſe Vices which I know „* Acurally art fond of. 

ASI Why 


* 


_ 


Why, ſurely an old Lady's Penſion need not be ſo de- 
ſpicable in the 1 of a diſbanded Ofices, as times, 80, 


„ IL Fw 


In thee 3 3 if thou wouldſt not "ors me hang myſelf be- 


Fg 
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Friend, 
Cour. I am glad, Beaugard, you thinks 0. 
Beau. Why thou ſhalt think ſo too, Man; 1 md 


by me, and I'll bring thee into good Company, Families, 
Courtine, Families; and ſuch Families, where Forma- 
lity's a Scandal, and Pleaſure is the Bus'nefs ; where the 

Women are all wanton, and the Men are all WIKY's nou =: 7 


Rogue. 
Cour. What, aue of your Worſhip $ Wapping Acquain- 


tance, that you made laſt time you came over for Re- 


cruits, and ſpirited away your Landlady's Daughter a 


Volunteering with you into France? 


Beau. I'll bring thee, Courtine, where S 8 


in credit, and Lewdneſs laudable; where thou fhalt wal- 
low in Pleaſures and Preferments, revel all Day, and 


every Night lie in the Arms of melting Beauty, ſweet as 
Roſes, and as Springs refreſhing. 


Cour. Prithee don't talk thus; 1 had rather thou . 
wouldſt tell me where new Levies are to be rais'd: a 


Fox of Whores, when a Man has not Money to make 


'em comfortable. 
Beau. That ſhall ſhower upon us in Abundance ; nnd, 
for inſtance, know to thy everlaſting Amazement, all 


this dropt out of the Clouds to Day ! 


Cour. Ha! Gold by this Light! — 
Four. Oat of the Clouds ! 
Beau. Ay, Gold! does it not ſmell of the ſweet Hand 
that ſent it? ſmell, ſmell you Dog —— [7 Fourbin. 
[Fourbin /mells to the handful of Gold, and gathers 

up ſome Pieces in his Mouth. - | 

N Truly Sir, of heavenly Sweetneſs, and very re- 
freſhing. 


Cour. Dear Beangard, if thou haſt any good Nature 


fore 
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fore my time, tell me where the Devil haunts that helpt 5 
thee to this, that I may go make a Bargain with him 
Preſently: Speak, ſpeak, or I am a loſt Man. 
Beau. Why thou muſt know this Devil, which I ave 1 
given my Soul to already, and muſt 1 ſuppoſe have my | 
Body very ſpeedily, lives I know not where, and may | 
for ought I know be a real Devil; but if it be, tis the 
beſt natur'd Devil nen Belzebub's Dominion, Ghats I'll 
| fivear to. = 
Cour. But bw came the Gold then ? 
Bean. To deal freely with my Friend, I am lately 
* d into the Acquaintance of a very Reverend 
Pimp, as fine a Diſcreet, Sober, Grey-bearded old Gen- 
tleman as one would wiſh, as good a natur'd Publick- 
ſpirited Perſon as the Nation holds ; one that is never ſo 
happy, as when he is bringing good People together, and 
promoting civil Underſtanding betwixt the Sexes : Nay, 
rather than want Employment, he will go from one 
end of the Town to tother, to procure my Lord's 
little Dog to be civil to my To s little languiſhing 
Bitch. 
9 Cour. A very worthy Member of the Commonwealch! | 
Beau. This noble Perſon one day—but Fourbin can 
give you a more particular Account of the matter. Sweet 
Sir, if you pleaſe, tell us the Story of the firſt Encounter 
| betwixt you and Sir Folly Tumble; you muſt know that's 
his Title. 


Four. Sir, it ſhall be done—Walking e one Day upon — 


the Piazza about three of the Clock i' th' Afternoon, to 
get me a Stomach to my Dinner, I chanc'd to encoun- 
ter a Perſon of goodly Preſence, and worthy Appear- 


ance ; his Beard and Hair white, grave, and comely, his 


Countenance ruddy, plump, ſmooth and chearful ; who 
perceiving me-alſo equipt, as Lam, with a Mien and Air 
which might well inform him I was a Perſon of no in- 
« ned Quality, came very reſpectively up to _ 
an 


The Sol iR Fortune: | 15 


and after the uſual Ceremonies between Perſons of 
Parts and Breeding had paſt, very humbly enquired ok 
me what it was a Clock I preſently underſtood by the 
Queſtion, that he was a Man of Parts and Bufineſs; told 
him, I did preſume it was at moſt but nicely turn'd of 
Three. 
Beau. Very Court like, civil, quaint and new, I 
think. t 
| Four. The freedom of Commerce encreaſing, after 
ſome little inconſiderable Queſtions pour paſſer le temps, 
and fo, he was pleaſed to offer me e- de ue 
of Wine: I told him I very feldom drank, but if he ſo 
pleas'd, I would do myſelf the Honour to preſent bim 
with a Diſh of Meat at an rte Houſe 1 by, where 
| 1 had an Intereſt. 
i Cour. Very n 2 1 think this N of thine, Bean- 
| gard, is as accompliſhed a n * of the a 
ment I ever aw. 1 
Beau. Let the Rouge go en. 6 

Four. In ſhort, We agreed and went together : Ag 
ſoon as we enter'd the Room, I am your moſt humble 
Servant, Sir, ſays — | am the meaneſt of your 
Vaſſals, Sir, ſaid 1 I am very happy in lighting 

into the Acquaintance of ſo worthy a Gentleman as 
you appear to be, Sir, ſaid he again Worthy, Sir Fol- 
y (then came I upon him again on t'other fide, for you 
muſt know by that time I had grop'd on his Title) I 
kiſs your Hands from the bottom of my Heart, which I 
Mall be always ready to lay at your Feet. | 
Cour. Well, or pd and what y'd the Knight 
then? 
. Nothing, he had nothibg to ſay 3 his Senſe was 
tranſported with Admiration of my Parts: So we ſat down, 
and after ſome Pauſe, he defired to know by what Title 


he was to diſtinguiſh the Perſon that had ſo highly ho- 
noured him, 


: Bias. 
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1 That is as much as to lay, Sir, e Rakal 
you were. 

Four. Sir, you n may make. as bold with your poge: Slave 
as. you pleaſe——T told him, thoſe that knew me well 
were pleaſed to call me the Chevalier Fourbin, that I was 
a Cadet of that antient Family the Fourbine;s ; and that 
F had. the Honour of ſerving a great Menarch of France 
in his Wars in Flanders, where I contracted great Fami- 
Larity and Intimacy with a gallant Officer of the Ee | 
Troops in that Service, one Captain Beaugard. 
Beau. Oh, Sir, you did me too much Honour, What 
a true bred Rogues this 
Cour. Well, but the Money, Perkin, the Money. 
Four. Beaugard, hum, Beaugard, ſays he —ay, it muſt | 
be ſo—a black Man, is he not ?—Ay, ſays I, blackiſh— }. 
a dark brown. — full fac'd? — Yes — a ſly, ſubtle, ob- 
ſerving Eye? —The fame — a ftrong-built well-made 
Man? right——a deviliſh Fellow for a Wench, 
a deviliſh Fellow for a Wench, I warrant him; a thun- 
dring Rogue upon / occaſion, Beaugard] a, thundring 
Fellow for a Wench, I muſt be acquainted with him. 
Cour. But to the Money, the Money, Man, that's the 
thing I would be acquainted withal. | 
Beau. This civil Gentleman of the Chevalier's Ac. © 
quaintance comes yeſterday Morning to my Lodging, 
and ſeeing my Picture in Miniature upon the Toilet, told 
me with the greateſt Ecſtaſy in the World, that was the 
thing he came to me about: He told me, there was a Lady 
of his Acquaintance had ſome favourable Thoughts of 
me, and I gad, ſays he, ſhe's a Hummer; ſuch a Bona 
Reba, ha, ha, ha. So without more ado. begs me to lend 
it him til Dinner (for we concluded to eat together) ſo 
away he ſcuttled with as great Joy as if he had mas: 
the Philoſopher's Stone. | 
Cour. Very well. 


Beau. 


N 


E . 1 b 
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Beau. At Loctets we met again: Where after a thou- 
ſand Grimaces to ſhew how much he was pleaſed, in- 
ſtead of my Picture, preſents me with the Contents afore- 
ſaĩd; and told me, the Lady deſir'd me to accept of em 
for the Picture, which ſhe was much e ne 
as well as with enn 855 

Cour. Ha! _ 

Beau. Now, rats this 6 king Quality Hes in 
me, the Devil take me, Ned, if 1 know : But the Fates, 
Ned, the Fates — 

Cour. A Curſe on the Fates — Of all Strumpets, For- 
tune s the baſeſt; *twas Fortune made me a Soldier, a 
Rogue in red, the Grievance of the Nation; Fortune 
made the Peace juſt when we were upon the Brink of 
a War; then Fortune disbanded us, and loſt us 
two Months Pay: Fortune gave us Debentures inſtead 
of ready Money, and by very good F ortune I ſeld 
mine, and loft heartily by it, in hopes the grinding 
ill-natur'd Dog chat bought it will never get a a 
_ for't 

Beau. Leave off thy railing, br nume z it looks like 
a Cur that barks for want of Bones. Come, Times may 
mend, and an honeſt Soldier be in faſhion again. 
Cour. Theſe greaſy, fat, unwieldy wheezing Rogues 
that live at home, and brood over their Bags, when a 
Fit of Fear's upon 'em, then if one of us paſs but by, 
all the Family is ready at the Door to cry, Heav'ns. 
bleſs you, Sir, the Laird go along with you. 

Beau. Ah, good Men, what pity *tis ſuch proper Gen- 
tlemen ſhould ever be out of Employment 

Cour. But when the Bus'neſs is over, then every Pariſh 
Bawd that goes but to a Conventicle twice a Week, and 
pays but Scot and Lot to the Pariſh, ſhall roar out, 
' Fough, ye louſy Red-coat Rake-hells! hout ye Cater- 
pillers, ye Locus of the Nation; you are the Dogs as 

wo 


1 


as The Seenee, Foie: 


would enſlave us ader our Shops, and rim our 
2 e INF 5 
Ktan: I molt conſels eh ought tobe related 
f 5 would gellroy Commerce, and. x a good ſober. 
Matron about this Town might loſe the ſelling of her 
-Daughter*s Maidenhead ; which were a great Grievance 
to the Feople, and a re Branch $ eee. loſt. 
Fourbin...* L S2 ' 


— 2 * - \ 


Fur. Vour Worklig Pane „ Y 
Beau. Run like a Rogue as you are, ER to find 
Sir Folh, and defire him to meer. me at the Blur Poſts | 
in the Hey: Marler about Twelve; we'll, dine together: 
I muſt inquire farther into Yeſterday! s Adventure; in 
the mean time, Med, here's half the Prize to be doing 
withal; old Friends muſt preſerve Correſpondence ; we 
have ſhar'd goed Fertune Fogether's, and bad ſhall never 
; part N87, > | 
"Cour. Well, chav” wilt certaigly die in a « Ditch for 
this: Haſt thou no more Grace > Sg bea true Friend ? 
nay, to part with Money to thy Friend? I grant YOu, 
a Ge may {wear and lye for his Friend, pimp 
2 77% Friend, hang for his Friend, and fo forth; but 
to part with ready Money, is the Devil. 5 
Beau. Stand aſide, either I am miſtaken, or yonder's 
Sit Jolh coming: Now,  Courtine, will I ſhew thee the 
Foun: of Knighthood, Ah, Sir fh 125 


Enter Sir Jolly. J + 5 ; 
4 Sir Fol: My Hero ! my Darling! my e ! how 
doſt thou? Strong! wanton? Tuſty ! rampant! ha, ah, 
ah! ſhe's thine, Boy, odd the's thine, plump, ſoft, ſmooth, 
"wanton ! hah, ah, ah! Ah Rogue! ah Rogue] here's 
Shoulders, here's Shape! there's a Foot and Leg, Rare 
2 Leg here's a Leg — Oi a- a- a- a. 
»| Sqneaks like a Cat, and tickles Beaugard' 5 555. 
Court, 
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1 the Lady? what ſays The Lady, Sir Folly? 


r e Ga en 


The gerni ins Fon rt 


Furt. What an old Goat's this? > v4 | . 
Sir Jol. Child, Child, Child, who's . 2 a F 
of thine ? 4 Friend o thine? a pretty Fellow, odd a 


very pretty Fellow, and a ſtrong Dog 1˙II Warrant him. 


How doſt do, dear Heart? prithee let me kiſs thee, II 
ſwear and vow I will kifs thee ; ha, ha, he, he, he, a \ 
Toad; a Toad, oh 'Toa-a: Winnt, 51 


Brau. But the Lady, Sir Folly, that Lady, how does 
Sir Fol. What ſays the Lady! why. ſhe ſays =: the | 
fas — odd ſhe has a delicate Lip, ſucha Lip, ſo red, fo 
hard, ſo plump, ſo blub; I fancy I am eating Cherries 
every time I think on't — and for her Neck and Breaſts, : 
and her — odds Life ; I'll ſay no more, not a Word 
more, but I know, I know ——— 

Beau. I am ſorry for that with all my Heart $: do you 
know, fay you, Sir? and would you put off your mum- 
bled Orts and Offal upon-me ? — 

Sir Jol. Huſh, huſh, haſh ! have a care; a8 1 live 
and breath, not I; alack and well-a-day, I am a poor 
old Fellow, decay'd and undone : All's s gone with me, 
Gentlemen, but my good Nature; odd 1 Iove to know | 


bow Matters go tho now and then, to ſee a pretty Wench 


and young Fellow touze and rouze and frouze and mouze 3 
odd I love a young F eHow dearly, faith dearly —— 

Court, This is the err Rogue I ever 
met withal. . bY 

Beau. But Sir Falh, , in the firſt place, you muſt know, | 
I have ſworn never to marrys. 

Sir Fol, I would not have thee, . I am a be 
lor myſelf, and have been a Whore- maſter all my. Lite ; 
beſides ſhe's married already Man, her Husband's an old, 
greaſy, untoward, ill-natur'd, ſlovenl 7 Ke 
Cuckold ; but plaguy jealous. | 

"_ Already a Cuckold, Sir Thr. 
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20 The ST DrERS Fox TUNE. 


Sir Jol. No, that ſhall be; my Bey, thou ſhalt make 
kim one, and Il! pimp for thee, dear Heart; and ſhan't 
I. hold the Door, ſhan't I peep? hah, an I. en 
VI. you little Dog, ſhan't 1:7 iter 

Beau. What is't I'd not grant, to oblige. moiPhcion-! 
Sir Jol. And then (doſt thou hear ?) 1 have a — 
for thee in my own Houſe (doſt hear ?) old Soul, in my 
own Houſe; ſhe lives the very next Door, Man, there's 
but a Wall to part her Chamber and thine; and then 
for a peep Hole, odds fiſh I have a Peep ole for thee ; 
bud I'll ſhew thee, I'll ſhew the 

Beau. But when Sir Fol? I am in haſte, et 

Sir Fol. Why this very Night, Man: poor ee 
in haſte, poor Rogue; but hear you. 4 ; 

Cour. The Matter? 6 Be o 

Sir Jol. Shan't we dine together ? 

Beau. With all my Heart. 

Sir Jol. The Maw begins to empty, get you before, 
and beſpeak Dinner at the Blue Poſts ; while I ſtay be- 
hind and gather up a Diſh of Whores for a Deſart. + 

Cour. Be ſure that they be lewd, drunken, firipping 


Whores, Sir Fo/ly, that won't be e n 
and troubleſome. 


Sir Fol. I warrant you. | 

Cour. I love a well diſciplin'd Whore, that a al 
the Tricks of her Profeſſion with a Wink, like an old 
Soldier” that enterfiands all his Exerciſe by beat of 
Drum. 
die Fol. Ay, Thief ! fayſt thou ſo ? I muſt 0 better 
acquainted with that Fellow ; he has a notable Noſe, a 
hard brawny Carle — true and _ and Metal FI | 
warrant him. | 

Beau, Well, Sir F 7 ou'll not fail us ? 
Sir Jol. Fail ye! am I a Knight? hark ye Boys: ya 
muſter this 9 ſuch a Regiment of rampant, roar- 


N | ing, 2. 


1 


W 
e 


* 
* 
. 


if all the Cats in the Hay- Mariet were in Conjunction; 


Y Whores, ye Rogues, that ſhall ſwear with you, drink 
with you, talk baudy with you, fight with you, ſerach 


with you, lie with you, and' go to the Devil with you. 
Shan't we be merry, hah ? — 


Cour. As merry as wee Women, and Wickednef 


can make us. 


Sir Jol. Odd, that's well ſaid again, very well aid 


as merry as Wine, Women, and Wickedneſs can make 
us: I love a Fellow that is very wicked dearly ; me- 
thinks there's a Spirit in him, there's a ſort of tantara 


rara ; tantara rara, ah, ah, hab; well, and won't ye, 
when the Women come, won't ye? and ſhall J not fee a 


little Sport amongft you ? well, get ye gone; ah Rogues, 
ah 8 da, da, I'll be. with you, da, da = 


[Ex. Beau, and Cour. 


Enter . Whores , and three Bullies. 
1 Bul. In the Name of Satan, win Whores are hole 


in their Copper trim, yonder ? 


1 Whore. Well, III ſwear, Madam, "tis the fineſt E- 
vening : I love the Mall mightily. 8 
2 Bul. Let's huzza the Bulkers. 


2 Whore, Really, and fo do I; 5 there's always 
good Company, and one meets with ſuch Ciyilities from 


every Body. 

3 Bul. Damn'd Whores, hout you filthies. 
3 Where. Ay, and then I love extremely to ſhew my 
{elf here, when I am very fine, to vex thoſe poor Devils 
that call themſelves Virtues, and are very ſcandalous and 


crapiſh, I'll ſwear. O crimine ! who's e ? Sir Jol 
Zumble, I vow. | 


2 But, 
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ing, boiſterous Whores, that ſhall make more Noiſe than 


* The $ouDIERs. Fortune: 


2 * Fogh l lers leave the naſty. Sou io Fools and 
x 1 Where. Oh Papa, Papa! where have you been des 
we Days, Papa? 

2 Where: You are a precious Father indeed, to he 
no more care of your Children ; we might be dead for 

AJ. gran, ron. naugity Dadg, you... ".- 

Sir Fol. Dead, my poor Fubeſs ! I bad Rahe all the 
Relations I have were dead, a Dad I had: Get you gene 
you. little Devib's Bubbies ; oh Law, there” 8 Bubbles | 
a odd PII bite em, odd I will. 

1 here. Nay, fy, Papa ; I en you'll make me 
| angry, except you carry us, and treat us to-night ; you 
| have promis d me a Treat this Week, won't you Papa. 

2 Where. Ay, won't you, Dad? 

Sir Fol. Odds fo, odds fo, well remember'd q get you 
gone, don't ſtay talking; get you gone, yonder's'a great 
Lord, the Lord Beaugard, and his Couſin the Baron, 
the Count, the Marquis, the Lora knows what, Mon- 
fieur Courtine newly come to Town, odds ſo. 

3 Whore, Oh Law! where Dady, ? where ? ate. 
a Lord! 

1 More. Well, you are che pureſt Papa; ; but where 
be dey, mun Papa? — 

Sir Jol. I won't tell you, you Gipſies, fo 1 wont — 
except you tickle me — sbud they ate brave Fellows, 
all tall, and not a Bit ſmall ; odd one of 'em x "has: a de- 
viliſh deal of Money. 1 

1 I hore. Oh dear ! but which 1s he, Papa 

2 Whore. Shan't I be in love with him, y * 

Sir Jol. What, no body tickle me? no body tickle me ? 
not yet, tickle me à little Mal) — tickle me a little 
Fenny— do, He, he, he, he, he, he — [They tickle him. ] 
No more, oh dear, oh dear poor Rogues. 1o; fo, no 
more: nay, if you do, if you do, odd I'll, I't, 1 — 
3 Whore... — will you do trow ? 


- 


Sir 


3 


ſo govern'd; I am miſtaken if * Auen is not 40g 


SoLz „Rs Foxruvr: 


Sir Fol. Come along with me, come along with me, 
ſneak after me at a diſtance, that no body. take notice | 


ſwinging Fellows Malh—fivinging Fellows Fen, a 


deviliſh deal of Money: Get _ You afore then, you 
little Dippappers, ye Waſps, ye Wagtails, get I | 
en 1 15 ſwinging Fellows 

„[A. Sir Jolly with the Whores: 


Enter Lady Dance 4nd Sylvia, | 13 


1 Dunce. Die a Maid, Sylvia ? fie: for ſhane? ae 
2 ſcandalous Reſolution's that'! five Thouſand Pounds to 


your Portion, and leave it all to Hoſpitals, for the inno- 


cent Recreation hereafter of leading Apes in Fall F hog 
for ſhame ! | 

N. Indeed, ſuch another charming Animal as your 
Conſort, Sir David, might do much with me; tis an 
unſpeakable Bleſſing to lie all Night by a Horſe-load of 
Diſeaſes ;. a beaſtly, unſavory, old, groaning, grunting, 
wheazing Wretch, that ſmells of the Grave he is going 


to already. From ſuch a Curſe, and Hair Cloth! next 


my Skin, good Heaven deliver me. 


L. Dunce, Thou miſtakeſt the uſe . a Huſband. 992 
wia; they are not meant for ' Bedfellows : Heretofore 
indeed 'twas a fulſome Faſhion, to lie o'Nights with; 


a Husband; but the World's improv d, and Kuben 
alter d. 


81. Pray inſtruct me then what the Uſe. of a l 
band i is. | 


L. Dunce. Inſtead of a 33 Umer, for Harem 
ny's fake, to be in waiting on ſet Days and particular 


Oecaſions; but the Friend, Couſins is the Jemen n une: 
luable, 


„ But, Sir David, Madam, will be difficult to be 
Jealous to be blinded; 


24 The hai Font UNES 


L. Dunce. $0 much the better ; of all, the jealous Fool 

s eaſieſt to be deceiv d: For obſerve, where there's Jex- 
louſy, there's always Fondneſs which if a Woman, as 
ſhe ought to do, will make the right uſe of, the Husband's 

Fears ſhall not ſo awake him on one nne as ** Dotage 
ſhall blind him on the other. 

-6z4, Is your Piece of Morality PK a 3 Doodle ? 
is he ſo very fond of you? 

I. Dance. No, but he has the Vanity. to think that 
I am very fond of him; and if he be jealous, tis not 
ſo much for fear I do abuſe, as that in time I may, and 
therefore impoſes this Confinement on me; tho? he has 
other Divertiſements that take him off from my Enjoy- 
ment, which make him ſo loathſome, no Woman but 
muſt hate him. 

Syl. His private Divertiſements T am a ſtranger to. 

L. Dunce. Then for his Perſon, tis incomparably odi. 
ous; he has ſuch a Breath, one Kiſs of him were enough 
to cure the Fits of the Mother, tis worſe than a 

Sl. C Oh ab | 

L. Dunce. Every thing that's naſty, he affects; clean 
Linen, he fays, is unwholſome; and, to make him more 
charming, he's continually eating of Garlick, and chew- 
ing Tobacco. . | 

Cy. Fogh this is Love? this is the Bleſſing of 

| Matrimony |. | 

I. Dunce. Nail not ſo unreaſonably againſt Love, 91. 
wia. As I have dealt freely, and acknowledged to thee 
the Paſſion I have for Beangard; ſo, methinks, Sy/uia I © 

need not conceal her good Thoughts of her Friend. Do h 
not I know Courtine ftick in thy Stomach ? Z W | 

Sl. If he does, I'll aſſure you he ſhall never get to 167 
Heart. But can you have the Conſcience to love another o 
Man now . you are married? WO. do you think will 


become of and 4 
40 'Þ e 1. Durcf. 


© @©a Sn Won Oi as. 


— 


made me ſay ſomething to him after a Prieſt once, but my 


for he has Wit enough to call his Good - nature in queſtion; 


The We msbest 25 


IL. Duncez I tell thee, | Sui, I Was never marry'd to 
that Engine we have been talking of. My Parents indeed 


Heart went not along with my: Tongue; I minded not 

what it was; for my Thoughts, Sykvia, for theſe ſeven 
Years have been much better imploy'd —— Beaugard ] 
Ah curſe on the Day that firſt ſent him i into France! 

Syd. Why fo, I beſeech you? 

L. Dunce. Had he ſtay'd here, I had not WA facrificed a 
the Arms of this Monument of Man; for the Bed of Death 
could not be more cold, than his has been: he would have 
deliver'd me from the Monſter, for even then I ov d , 
and was apt to think my Kindrels not neglectte. 
Sy{v, 1 tind indeed your r has you W 
of him. 

L. 7 Surely tis Lmpolibly to think too well of himz 


and yet Good-nature enough to make his Wit ſuſpected. 

Sylv.' But how do you hope ever to get fight of him ? 
Sir David's Watchfulneſs is invincible. I dare ſwear 
he would ſmell out a Rival, if he were in the Houſe, on- 
ly by natural Inftina, as ſome that always ſweat when 
a Cat's in the Room, 'Then agam, Beaugard's a Sol- 
dier; and that's a thing the old Gentleman, you know, 
loves dearly. 

L. Dunce. There lies the greateſt Comfort of my un- 
eaſy Life; he is one of thoſe Fools, forſooth, that are led 
by the Noſe by Knaves who rail againſt tlie King and 
the Government, and is mightily fond of being thought 
of a Party, I have had hopes this Twelve- month to 
have heard of his being i in the Gatehouſe for Treaſon. © 
Sl. But I find only yourſelf the Priſoner all this while. 

L. Dunce. At preſent indeed I am fo; but Fortune I 
hope will ſmile, wouldſt thou but be my F riend, Sylvia. 

Sv. In any miſchievous Deſign, with all my Heart. 


B L. Dunce. 


26 The SoLBIERS Fortune: 
I. Dante. The Contlufion, Madam, may turn to your 
Satisfaction; 3 but you have no Thoughts of Gum 88 
Sylv. Not I, I'll. aſſure you, Couſin. 
L. Lunc:. You don't think gray a vel. ape 5 freight, 
and proportionable? & le 
Fylv. ann he eats bor once a Week, the Man 
is well enough. i 

L. Dunce. Ard then "I wears his Clothes, you know, 
flthily, and like a+ horrid Sloven. _  - 
Sly. Filthy enough of all ente, with a thread- 
bare red Coat, which his Taylor duns him for to this Day, 
over which a great broad greaſy Buff Belt, enough to turn 
any one's Stomach, but a disbanded Soldier; a Peruque 
ty'd up in a Knot, to excuſe its want of Combing; and 
then, becauſe he has been a Man at Arms, he muſt wear 
two Truffles of a Beard, forſooth, to lodge a Dung hill of 
Snuff upon, to keep his Noſe in good humour. 
LI. Dance Nay, now I am ſure that thou loveſt him. 
Sylv. So far from! it, that I proteſt eternally __ the 
whole Sex. 
IL. Dance. That, Time will beſt demonfrate; in the 
mean while to our Buſineſs. 
- Sylv. As how, Madam; 
L. Dunce, To-night muſt 1 ſee eee they are 
this Minute at Dinner in the Hay Market; new to make 
my evil Genius, that haunts, me every where, my thing 

cali'd a Husband, himſelf to aſſiſt his poor Wife at a 

2 lift, I think would not be unpleaſant. 
Sylv. But 'twill be impoſſible, 
CC Dunce. 1 am apt to be perſuaded rather very eaſy ; ; 
vou know our good and friendly Neighbour, Sir Joliy. 
Sylu. Out on him, Beaſt ! he's always talking filthily 
to à body; if he fits bat at the Table with one, he'll be 
making naſty Figures in the Napkins, — 

L. Dunce, He and my ſweet Yoke-Fellow : are the moſ! 
intimate F riends 1 in the World; ſo that partly out of neigh- 
* 


— 
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bourly Kindneſs, as well as the great Delight he takes to 
be meddling with Matters of this nature, with a great deal 
of Pains _ Induftry he has procur'd me Beangard's 
Picture, and given him to underſtand how well a F | Friend 
of his in Petticoats, call'd myſelf, wiſhes him. 
Sv. But what's all this te the making the Husband 


inſtrumental ? for I muſt confeſs, of all Creatures a Huſ- | 


band's the thing that's odious to me. 
L. Dunce. That muſt be done this Night: I'll inſtant- 
ly to my Chamber, take my Bed in a Pet, and fend for 


| Sir Dawid. 


Sy/v. But which way then muſt the Lover come? 
L. Dunce. Nay, Il betray Beaugard to him, ſhew 


him the Picture he ſent me, and beg of him as he 


t. nders his own Honour and my Quiet, to take ſome 
courſe to ſecure me from the ſcandalous innen, of 
that innocent Fellow. 

Sylv. And ſe make him the Property, the Ge between, 


to bring the Affair to an Iſſue the more decently. 


L. Dunce. Right, Sylvia, tis the beſt Office a Huſ⸗- 
band can do to a Wife; I mean an old Husband: Bleſs us! 
to be yok'd in Wedlock with a lee » coughing, decre- 
pid Dotrel | to be a dry Nurſe all one's life-time to an old 
Child of ſixty five ! to lieby the Image of Death a-whole 
Night, a dull Immoveable, that has no Senſe of Life but 


thro' its Pains ! the Pigeon's as happy that's laid to a ſick 
Man's Feet, when the World has given him over. Fo or 


my part this ſhall henceforth be my Prayer: 
Curſt be the Memory, nay doubly curl, 
Of her that wedded Age for Igy'reft firft ; 


Tho' worn with Years, with fruitleſs Wifhes full, 
Tic all Day troubleſome, and all Night dull. 
Who awed guithb Fools, indeed, lead bappy Lives, 
Fools are the fitteſt, fineſt things for Wives ; _ 
Yet old Men Profit bring, as Fools bring Zaſe, | 


n boib make Youth and Wit much better Pleafe. {Ex>. 
ACT 


B 2 


r 1. SCENE: 1 


Enter Sir. Jolly, Deer Courtne, and / Fourbin, 


IR Folly is the Glory of the Age. 
+; Sar: Fad." 281 now, Sir, you honour me 
too far. 

Beau. He's the Delight of the young, 
e d and the Wonder of the old. 

Sir Fol. I ſwear, Gentlemen, you make me : bluſh, 

Cour. He deſerves a Statue i in Gold, at the. Charge of 
the Kingdom. 

Sir Jol. Out upomt, 9 * Mane! I Notes u leave 
Four Company if you talk ſo; but faith they were 
Whores, daintily dutiful Strumpets, — ah ! udds beds 
they'd — have ſtript for t'other Bottle. 

Beau. Truly, Sir Folly, you are a Man of very extra- 
ordinary Diſcipline ; I never Law Whores 49 71 Byjtot 
wp ee in my Life, 

Sir Fol. Piſh, that's nothing, Man, ee rat fond 
for forty better when TI pleaſe ; Doxies that will ſkip, trip, 
leap, trip, and doany thing in the World, any thing,oldSoul. 

Cour. Dear, dear Sir ly, where and When? 

Sir Jol. Odd, as fimple a as I Rand wore, her Father Was 
Cann. 

Beau. Indeed, Sir Folly! a Knight ſay you! 5 

Sir Jol. Ay, but alittle decay'd: II. aſſure dh ſhe 5 
a very good Gentlewoman born. 1 

om ; rar 
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Cour. A 15 and a very good Gentle woman bred too. 

* ir Jol. Ay, and ſo ſhe is. 

Beau. But, Sir Folly, how goes my Buſineſs forward ? 
when ſhall I have a view of the Quarry I am to fly at? 

Sir Fol, Alas-a-day, not ſo haftily ; ſoft and fair, I be- 
ſeech you. Ah, my little Son of Thunder, if thou hadſt 
her in thy Arms now, between a pair of Sheets, and © | 
under the. Bed to fee fair Play, Boy; Gemini! what 
would become of me ? what would become of me? there 
would be Doings ! oh Lawd, I under the Bed! | 

Beau. Or behind the Hangings, Sir Folly, wou's not 
that do as well? 

Sir Fol. Oh no, under the Bed againſt the World, and 
then it would be very dark, hah ! 

Beau. Dark to chule. „ 

Sir Jol. No, but a little Light would do well, a ſmall. 5 
glimmering Lamp, juſt enough for me to ſteal a Peep by; 
oh lamentable ! oh lamentable ! 1 won't ſpeak a Word 
more; there would be a Trick! O rate! you Friend, 
O rare! Odds fo, not a Word more, odds ſo ; yonder 
comes the Monſter that muſt be the Cuckold elect; ſtep, 


| ſtep aſide, and obſerve him : If I ſhould be ſeen in your 
| Company, twould ſpoil all. 


Beau. For my part, I'll ſtand the meeting of him; one 
way to promote a good Underſtanding with the 18 is 
firſt to oth acquainted with her Husband. 


Enter Sir David. 


Sir Daw. Well, of all Bleff ings, a diſcreet Wife i is the 
oreateſt that can light upon a Man of Years: Had I been 
married to any thing but an Angel now, what a Beaſt had I 
been by this time ? Well, I am the happieſt old Fool ! 
"Tis a horrid Age that we live in, fo that an honeſt Man 
can keep nothing to himſelf, If you have a good Eftate, 
every covetous Rogue is longing for't br I love a good 

| Eſtate 
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Eflate dearly myſelf) if you have a handſome Wife, every 
fmooth-fac'd Coxcomb will be coming and cocking at 
her; Fleſh-flics are not ſo troubleſome to the Shambles,as 
thoſe ſort of Inſects are to the Boxes in the Play-houſe. 
But Virtue is a great Bleſſing, an unvaluable Treaſure. To 
tell me herfelf, that a Villain had tempted her, and give 

me the very Picture, the Inchantment that he ſent to be- 
witch her, it ſtrikes me dumb with Admiration ! Here's 
the Villain in Effigie, [Pulle out the Picture] Odd, a very 
handſom Fellow, a dangerous Rogue, I'll warrant him: 
Such Fellows as theſe now ſhovu'd be fetter'd like unruly 
Colts, that they may not leap into other Mens Paſtures. 
Here's a Noſe now, I could find in my Heart to cut it off; 
damn'd Dog, to dare to preſume to make a Cuckold of 

a Knight! Bleſs us! what will this World come to? 
Well, poor Sir David, down, down upon thy Knees, and 
thank the Stars for thy Deliverance, 

Beau. 'Sdeath ! what's that I fee? ſure tis the very 
Picture which I ſent by Sir Folly ; if ſo, by this Light 
I am damnably jilted. L ide, 

Sir Dav. But now if | 

Beau. Surely he does not ſee us yet? 

Four. See you, Sir? why he has but one Eye, and 
we are on his blind {ide ; I'Il dumb-fonnd him. 

[Strikes him on the Shoulder, 

Sir Dav. Who che Devil's chis, Sir? Sir, Sir, Sir, who 
are you Sir? 

Beau. Ay, ay, tis the ſame; now a pox of all amorous 
Adventures: 'Sdeath, I'll go beat the n Flop 
that drew me into this Fooling. a | 

Sir Dav, Sir, methinks you're very curious. 

Beau. Sir, perhaps I have an n Reaſon to 
be ſo. 

Sir Dav. And perhaps, Bir, I care not for you, nor 
your Reaſon neither, 

Beau. Sir, if you are at leiſure, I would beg the Ho- 

nour to ſpeak with you, l 
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_ Sir Dawv. With me, Sir? what's your Buſineſs with me? 
Beau, I would not willingly, bid ee . 1 

may be 1 am ſo at this time. FCS W 
Sir Dau. It may be ſo too, Sir. 11912 f 4 
Beau. But to be known to ſo worthy a Perſia. as your 


are, would be ſo great: an Honour, ſo extraordinary a 


Happineſs, that I could not avoid taking this Opportu- 
nity of tendering you my Service. 

Sir Dav. Smooth Rogue ! who the Devil is this Fellow ? 
Aide] But Sir, you were pleaſed to nominate Buſineſs: 
Sir, I deſire with what ſpeed you can to know: pou Bu- 
ſineſd, Sir, that I may go about my Buſineſs, _ 
Beau. Sir, if I might with good Manners, I ſhould be 
glad to inform myſelf, whoſe Picture that is, which you 
have in your Hand; methinks it is a very fine Painting. 

Sir Dav. Picture, Friend, Picture | Sir, tis a Reſem- 
blance of a very impudent Fellow, they call him Cap- 
tain Beaugard, forſooth; but he is in ſhort a Rake-hell, a 
poor, louſy, beggarly, diſbanded Devil z do you know 
him, Friend ? 1 

Beau. I think I have heard of ſuch a Vagabond: T be | 


| T ruth on't is, he is a very impudent Fellow. 


Sir. Dav. Ay, a damn'd Rogue. 
Beau. Oh, a notorious Scoundrel. 
Sir Daw. I expect to hear he's hang*d by the next Seſſionc- 
Beau. The Truth on't is, he has defery* d it long ago ; 
but did you ever ſee him, Sir David p 0 
Sir Daw. Sir, — does he know me? [Ade 
Beau. Becauſe I fancy that Minature is very much like 
him. Pray Sir, whence had it you ? 
Sir Dav. Had it, Friend! had it! whence had it I! — 
[Compares the Picture with Beaugard' Face. 


Bleſs us ! what have I done now? this is the very Traitor 


himſelf ; ; if he ſhou'd be deſperate now, and put his Sword 
| B 3 * 
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in my Guts !\— ſlitting my Noſe will be as bad as that 
I have but one Rye left neither, and may be-<- Oh, but 
this is the King's Court: odd, that's well remember 'd, he 
dares not but be civil here; I'll 155 to __— . 

N Whence had it you? "= 

Beau. Ay, Sir, whence had: it e you? N dars Brgljh in 
my Country, sr. Pads On 

Sir Dav, Go, Sir younre a Raſcal s 
Beau. How ! | 

Sir Daw. Sir, I faq! you are a Raſcal; x yo goto that-— 

Beau. Sir, I am a Gentleman and a Soldier. - 
Sir Daw. So much the worſe, Soldiers have been Cue- 

kold-malters- from the beginning; Sir, I care not what 
you are; for aught F know you may be a. Come Sir, 
did | never ſee you? anſwer me to that; Did I never fee 
you ? for aught I know you may be a Jeſuit; there were 
more in the laſt Army beſides you. 

Beau. Of your Acquaintance, and be hang d. | 

Sir Dav. Yes, to my Knowledge, there were on 
3 Heath diſguiſed in dirty Petticoats, and cry d 
Brandy; I knew a Serjeant of Foot that was familiar 
with one of them all Night in a Ditch, and fancy d him 

a Woman, but the Devil is powerſull. 

Beau. In ſhort, you worthy Villain of Worſhip, that 
Picture is mine, and I muſt have it, or I ſhall take an 
0 pportunity to kick your Worſhip moſt n. | 

Sir Daw. Kick, Sir? ah 2h | 

Beau. Ay, Sir, kick; tis a Recreation I can ſhew you. 

Sir Daw. Sir, I am a free born Subject of England, 
and there are Laws, look you, there are Laws; ſo I ſay 
you are a Raſcal again, and now how will you help your 
- ſelf? poor Fool! 

Beau. Hark: you Friend, have you not a Wife ? 

Sir Daw, I have a Lady, Sir oh, and ſhe's migh- 
ly taken with this Picture of your's ; the was fo _— 
tily proud of it, ſhe could not forbear ſhewing it me, and 
telling too who it was lent it her. | Bean. 


dur 


ind 
au. 


the Trade for any Time? C9355 1. 2 


you, ſweet Soul, as I told vou before, there are Laws, 


Sir Daw. Moreover, Captain walk.” I muſt tell. you, my 


her faithful dealing in this Affair, for that ſhe has diſco- 


of your Heart: | FEY 


Beau. Oh to be ſure, moſt exactly. 
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Dean. And has ſhe been long a Jilt'? has ſhe pradtiſed 


Sir Dav. Trade! humph, | what Trade > what Trade, 
Friend? _ Fon #". - 
Beau. Why the Trade r Whore and no Whore; *Cat- 
terwauling in jeſt, putting out Chriſtian Colours, when 
ſhe's a Turk under Deck. A Curſe upon all honeſt Wb- 
men in the Fleſh, that are Whores in the Spirit. 

Sir Daw. Poor Devil, how he rails ! ha, Ha, ha. Lock 


there are Laws, but thoſe are Things not worthy your 
Conſideration: Beauty is your Buſineſs. But, dear Vaga- 
bond, trouble thy ſelf no farther about my Spouſe; let 
my Doxy reſt in Peace; ſhe's Meat for thy Maſter, old 1 
Boy; I have my Belly full of her every Night. - 1 

Beau. Sir, T wiſh all your noble Family Jang d, from 
the bottom of my Heart. 


Wife is an honeſt Woman, of a virtuous Diſpoſition, one 
that I have lov'd from her Infancy ; and-ſhe deſerves it by 


ver'd loyally to me the treacherous Deſigns | bud _ againſt 
her Chaſtity and Honour. | 
Beau: By this Light the Beaſt wee ps! 5 "} He. 
Sir Daw. Truly I cannot but weep for 1 to think 
how happy I am in a fincere, faithful, and loving Yoke- 
ſellow. She charg'd me too to tell you into the Bargain, 
that ſhe is ſufficiently con of the —_ ſecret Wiſhes 


Beau, I am glad on . 

Sir Dav. And that 'tis her Deſire, that you would 
trouble your ſelf no more about the Matter, Tr 

Beau. With all my Heart. | | | 

Sir Dav. But henceforward behave yourſelf with ſuch 
Diſcretion as becomes a Gentleman. Hes” 


Sir 
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Sir Daw. And let her alone to make the beſt uſe of | 
ä Hole i innocent Freedoms i allow her, without n her 
Repptatien in Hazard. - 5 | 
Beau. As how, I biech {ns | 

Sir Dav, By your impertinent and unſeaſonable : Addreſs. 

Beau. And this News you bring me by a particular 
Commiſſion from your ſweet Lady ? 

Sir Daw, Yea, Friend, I do; od ſhe hopes you'll be 
ſenſible, dear Heart, of her good Meaning by it: Theſe 
were her very Words, I neither add nor diminiſh, ſor 
Plain- dealing is my Miſtreſs's Friend. 
Beau. Then all the Curſes I ſhall think on this Twelve 
month light on her, and as many more on the next Fool 
that gives Credit to the Sex. 

Sir Dav. Well, certainly I am the happieſt Toad PR TM 

melancholy” the Monkey ſands now ! Poor Pug , haſt 
thou loſt her? : 
Beau. To be ſo ſordid a Jilt, to — me to ſuch a 
Beaſt as that! Can ſhe have any godd Thoughts of ſuch 
a Swine? Damn her, had The abuſed me handſomly, it 
had never vex'd me. | 
? wi Dav. Now, Sir, with your Permiſſion Pl! take my 
e. 
Beau. Sir, if you were gone to the Devil, I ſhould 
think you very well diſpoſed of. . 

Sir Dav.. If you. have any Leiter, or other Commen- 

dation to the Lady that was ſo charm'd with your Reſem- 
blance there, it ſhall be very faidfully convey'd by 
Beau. Fool! 
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Sir Dav. Your humble Servant, Sir, I'm gone, I ſhall 
diſturb you no farther ; your moſt humble Servant. [Ex. 
Beau. Now Poverty, Plague, Pox, and Priſon fall 
thick upon the Head of thee, Fourbin. 
Four, Sir | —— 
Bear, Thom haſt been an ee Rogue in thy 
Time, 
Fur, 
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_ Fours I hope I have, loſt. nothing in Your. Honour" $ 


Service, 1 
Beau. Find out Tome way to revenge me on this old 


Raſcal, and if I do not make thee a Gentleman 
Four. That vou have been pleaſed to do long ago, I 
thank you, for I am ſure you have not left me one Shil- 
ling in my N | 

Beau. Here, here's for thee to revet ita. 

Four. Will your Honour pleaſe to have bisThroat cut? 

Beau. With all my Heart. | 

Four. Or would you have him decently hang'd at his: 
own Door, and then give out to the dave he did it 


_ himſelf? 


Beau. That would do very / Wat. $1 
Four. Or I think (to proceed with more Safety] a 


good ſtale Jakes were a very pretty Expedient. 


Beau. Excellent, excellent, Fourbin. 
Four, Leave Matters to my Diſcretion, and if I de 
nee.. IE.. 


Beau. I know thou wilt ; go, goabout it, proſper and 
be famous. Now e're I eB et. to meet Courtine 


again, will I go by my ſelf, rail for an Hour or two, and 
then be good ops. 195 olf | Ew. 


E nter Conte and 7 Sylvia 
Spbo. Take my Word, Sir, you had better give this Bu- 


ſineſs over; I tell you there's nothing in the World turns 


my Stomach ſo much as the Man, that Man that makes 


bore to me. I never ſaw one of yeur Sex in my Life 


make love, but he look'd fo like an Aſs all the while, 
that I blufh'd for him. | 

Cour. I am afraid your Ladyfhip 8 is one of thoſe- 
dangerous Creatures they call She-wits, who are always 
fo mightily taken with admiring themſelves, that no- 


88 


1 W their Notice. 
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& * Oh! who tan be To dull, not to be raviſh'd with 
that Hera Mien of yours? that raffling Ait in your 
Gate, that ſeems to cry where: e er you go, make roo 
Here comes the Captain ? That Face, the. which bids De. 
fiance to the Weather? Bleſs us! if I were a poor Far- 
mer's Wife in the Country now, and yo wanted Quar- 
ters, how would it fright me! But as I A young, not 
very ugly, and one you never ſaw before, how lovingly 
it looks upon me a 
Cour. Who can farbear to ſigh, * pale i im, 
, where Beauty and Wit unite both their Forces to enſlaye 
a Heart ſo tractable as mine is? Firſt, for the modiſh 
Swim of your Body, the victorions Motion of your Arms 
and Head, the Toſs of your Fan, the Glancing of the 
Eyes. Bleſs us! if I were a dainty fine-dreſt Coxcomb, 
with a great Eſtate, and a little or no Wit, Vanity in 
' c abundance, and good for nothing, how would they melt 
and ſoften me ] but as I. am a ſcandalous honeſt Raſcal, 
not Fool enough to be your Sport, nor rich enough to be 
. your Prey, how glutingly they look upon me! 
Fylv. Alas, alas! what Pity. tis your Honeſty ſhould 
| exer do you Hurt, or your Wit {ſpoil your Preferment !. 
Cour. Juſt as much, fair Lady, as that your Beauty ſhould 
make you be envied at, or your Virtue provoke Scandal. 
Syl. The more J look, the more I'm in Love with you. 
Cour. The more I look, the more Tam, ant e 
wich you. er 6&2 
Syl. How my Heart ſwells * 1 1 you "0 it 
Cour. How my Stomach riſes when I am near ryoul, 
© $5]. Nay, then let's bargain. 7 
Cour. With all my Heart; what; "7 2 
Syl. Not to fall in Love un cathy; other, I afſrs you; 
Manet Captain. 1 185 
Cour. But to hate one 8 eddy und cor ay 


Sy]. Always when nn FE deſire you-to'ra] 
1 e | FOR 255 


Cour, 


r tai > 
ON 
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Chur, Ay! and when 1 am ſober too ; in return whereof, ; 
whene'er you ſee a Coquet of your  Acquaintance, and 
I chance to be nam'd, be ſure you ſpit at the filthy Re- 
membrance, and rail at meas if you lov'd me. 

Sy]. In the next Place, whene'er we meet at the Mall, 
1 A you to humph, put out your Tongue, make 
vgly Mouths, laugh 1 and look back at me. | 

Cour. Which if I chance to do, be ſure at next Turn- 


ing to pick up ſome taudry fluttering Fop or another. 


9 That I made nn withal at the Mek 
e | 


Cour. Right, Juſt ſuch another Spark w Hunter * 


your Side, with his Hat under his Arm. 


9% Hearkenirg to all the bitter things 1 can a7. to 


de reveng d. 


Cour. Whilt the dull Rogue dare not ſo much as goin 


to oblige you, for fear of being beaten for it when he 1 is 
out of his waitin | 


Hl. Counterfeit your Letters 2 me. 

Cour. And you, to be even with me for the Scandal, 
pabliſh to all the World I offered to mazry e 

Sy). O hideous ! Marriage! 

Cour. Horrid, horrid Marriage! Laeken enen 

“yl. Name, name no more of it. {BI 

Cour. At that ſad Word let's part. 


9. Lers Wiſh all Men decrepid; dull and TY 


Cour. And every Woman old and your % ies BA 
Sy]. Adieu! | - | 
| Fn; Farewel! "13D JB. 


Entera — ee affe@edh tre, gau otberrauith bi A 
Sy. Ah me, Mr. Fri? ir 


Frick, Madamaiſelle Syluia / fincerely, 2 as I hope to be | 
fay'd, the Devil take me, damn me, Madam, who's chat? 

$1 Ha, ha, ha, hea: Exit ith Frisk. 

Cour. True to thy F ailings always, Woman; how na- 
turally is the Sex fond of a Rogue! What a Monſter was 


that 


Fo 
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38 The eng Fortune, 
that for a Woman to delight in ! Now, mult I love her gin, 


tho I know I'm a Blockhead for't, and ſhe*l! uſe me like a 
Blockchead too, if I don't prevent her. What's to be done? 


TY have 3 Whores a Day, to Keep Love out 14 my Head: 
. 


e Wink Beaugard. 


1 well met again, how go Matters ? . 
Beaugaru. Oh, very handſomly; had you but ſeen how 


handſomly I was us'd juſt now, you would fwear fo. I 
| have heard thee rail in my Time, wou'd thou wouldſt 
exerciſe thy Talent a little at n | 


— 


Cour. At what ? | 

Beau. Why, canft thou ever want a Subject rail at 
thy ſelf, rail at me, I deferve to be rail'd at. See there, 
what thinkeſt thou of that Engine, that moving Lump 
of Filthineſs miſcall'd a Man't. 


4 dung Fellow marches over the Stage dreſt like an Of 
Cour. Curſe on him fora Rogue, I know him. 


© Beau, Sa. 
Cour. The Raſcal was a Retailer of Ale but en 


and now he is an Officer, and be hang d: Tis a dainty Sight 
in a Morning to ſee him with his Toes turn'd in, drawin 


his Legs after him, at the Head of a hundred luſty Fellows. 
Some honeſt Gentleman or other ſtays now, becauſe. that 
Dog had Money to bribe ſome bbs 16-009 withal. 


Enter another gravely * | 


Beau. There, there's another of my Acquaintance ; he 
was my Father's Footman not long ſince, and has pimp'4 
** me oftner than he has pray d for himſelf; that good 
Quality recommended him to a Nobleman's Service, which, 
together with flattering, fawning, lying, ſpying, and' in- 
| om has rais'd him to an Employment of Truſt and 


: Repu- 


= 


V. 


read his Neck - Verſe, if he had Occaſion. 
Cour, 'Tis as unreaſonable to expect a Man of Sere 
elt be prefer d, as to think a Hector can be ſtout, 


a Prieſt Religious, a fair Woman Chaſte, or a a pardon' - 


Revel l. 
2E nter bau more ſeeming inf in Diſcourft, 


Beau. That's ſeaſonably thought on: Look there, ob- 


ſerve but that Fellow on the right Hand, the Rogue 


with the buſieſt Face of the two; I'll tell thee his Hiſtory, 


Cour, J hope hanging will be the End of his Hiſtory, 
ſo well I like him at the firſt Sight. 


Beau, He was born a Vagabond, and no Pariſh own'd 
him; his Father was as obſcure as his Mother publick ; 


every body knew her, and nobody could gueſs at him. 

Cour. He comes of a very good Fami: Heaven be 
praiſed. 

Beau. The firſt thing he choſe to riſe by was Rebellion x 
ſo a Rebel he grew, and flouriſh'd a Rebel, fought 
againſt his King, and help'd to bring him to the Block. 

Cour, And was he not Religious too? 

Beau. Moſt devoutly l He could Pray till he cry'd,. 


and Preach till he foam'd, which excellent Talent made 


him popular, and at laſt prefer'd him to be a worthy 
Meuter of that never to be forgotten Rump Parliament. 


Cour. Pray Sir, be uncover d at that, and. remember 
it with. Reverence, 


Beau. In ſhort, he was a Committe-man, Sequeſtra- 


tor, and Perſecutor General of a whole Country, by 


which he got enough at the King's Return. to ſecure 


 kimfelf in the general Pardon. 
Cour. Nauſeous Vermin! that ſach a Swine, with the 
mark of Rebellion. in. his Forehead, ſhould wallow in. 


his Luxury, whilſt honeſt Men are forgotten. 
| . | Bean, 


The Sof bizks ForTuur. 39 


| Ret. the* the Rogue can't write his Name, nor 


* 
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Beau. Thus forgiven, thus rais'd, and made thus hap-, 
py, the ungrateful Slave diſowns the Hand that heal'd 
him, cheriſhes Faction to affront his Maſter, and once 
i more would rebel againſt the Head, which ſo lately 
fav'd his from a Pole. 
Cour, What a dreadful Beard and fwinging Sword 
he wears! 
Beau. Tis to keep his ane in > Ove; the 
- Raſcal will endure kicking moſt temperately for all that: 
I know five or ſix more of the ſame Stamp, that never 
come abroad without terrible long Spits by their ſides, 
with which they will let you bore their-own Noſes, if 
you pleaſe : But let the Villain be forgotten. 1 1 
Cour. His Co-Rogue I have ſome knowledge of; he's 
'a tatter'd Worm eaten Caſe-puiter; ſome call him Law- 
yer, one that takes it very ill he is not made a Judge. 
Bean. Ves, and is always repining that Men of . 
are not regarded. 
Cour. He has been a" great Noiſe-· maker in bios 
Clubs theſe ſeven Years, and now I ſuppoſe he is court- 
ing that worſhipful Raſcal, to make him Recorder of 
ſome factious Town. 
Beau. To teach Tallow-chandlers and 1 
gers how far they may rebel N their King, * vir- 
tue of Magna Charta. 
Cour. But, Friend Beaugard, methinks thou art voty 
- Genetic of a ſudden : How goes the Affair of Love 
forward? proſperoufly, hah ! | 
Beau. Oh, I aflure yon, moſt triumphantly ; juſt now, 
you muſt know, I parted with the ſweet, civil, chen 
ted Lady's Husband. 
Caur. Well, and What ſays the Cuckold? is Wy 
| Kind and good natur'd, as Cuckolds us'd to be > 
Beau. Why, he fays, Courtine, in ſhort, that I am a 
very filly Fellow (and truly I am very apt to believe him) 
and that I have been Jilted 1 in this Affair moſt unconſcio- 
nobly. | 


Vo 
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E ably; A Plague on all Pimps, I fay ; a Man's Buſineſs 


never thrives fo well as when. he is his own Spllicker, 


"Enter Sir Jally prov) a 22. 


"oe Fol. Hitt, hiſt, Capt, Cape, Capt. Boy, 

Hey. Sir. . 
Sir Fol. Run and get two Chairs a 3 be ſure 
you get two Chairs, Sirrah, do ye hear? Here's Luck, 
here's Luck; now or never, Caprain; never x not now. 
CONTENT here's Luck, 

Beau. Sir Folly; no more Adventares, hou Sir Tol. 
* IJ am like to have a very fine time on't, truly. 

Sir Fol. The beſt in the World, dear Dog, the very 
beſt in the World: Sbud ſhe's here hard by, Man, lays 
on purpoſe for thee finely diſguis'd. The Cuckold has 
loſt her too; and no body knows any thing of the Mat- 
ter but I, no Body but I; and I, you muſt know, I am 
I, hah! and I, you little Toad, hah ! 

Beau. You are a very fine Gentleman. 

Sir Fol. The beſt natur'd Fellow I believe in thi World 
of my Years. Now does my Heart ſo thump for fear this 
Buſineſs ſhould miſcarry. Why, I'll warrant thee the 


Lady is here, Man, ſhe's all thy own; tis thy own 


Fault, if thou art not in Terra incogniza within this half 
Hour. Come along, prithee come along; fie for ſhame! 
what, make a Lady loſe her n ? Coins along, 1 
out upon't. 
Beau. Sir, your humble ; I mal t ſur. 

Sir Jol. What l not go? 

Beau. 'No, Sir ; no Lady for me. Fs 

Sir Fel. Not go! I ſhould laugh at that, Faith. 

Beau, No, 1 will aſſure you, not go, Sir. 
Sir Fel. Away you Wag, you jeſt; you et, you 
Wag; not go, quota? 

Beau. No, Sir, not 0, I tell you; 3 what the Devil 


would you have more? Sir 
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Sir Fol. Nothing, nothing, Sir, but I'm a Gentleman. 

Beau. With all my Heart. 

Sir Jol. And do you think. then that I'll be we'd thus ? 

Beau. Sir! 

Sir Jol. Take away my [Renata and re away 
my Life. I ſhall be diſgrac'd for ever. 

Beau. I have not wrong'd you, Sir Fall. | | 
Sir Jol. Not wrong'd me ! but you ſhall find you kave 


wrong'd me, and wrong'd a ſweet Lady, and a fine La- 
dy II ſhall never be truſted again! never have Em- 


ployment more! I ſhall die of the Spleen.——Prithee 


now be good-natur'd, prithee be perſuaded ; odd, I'll 
give thee this Ring, Ty give thee this Watch, 'tis Gold Z 


I'll give thee any thing in the World, go. 
Beau. Not one Foot, Sir. 
Sir Jol. Now that I durſt but Murder him—Well, 


ſhall J fetch her to thee ? What ſhall I do for thee? 


an 


E nter Lady Dunce. 


Odds fiſh, here ſhe comes herſelf: Now you ill-natured = 
 _Churl, now you Devil, look upon Try do but look 


upon her : what ſhall I ay to her! 
Beau. Ev'n what you pleaſe, Sir Folly. 
Sir Fol. Tis a very ſtrange Monſter thi.— Madam, this 
is the Gentleman, that's he, tho' (as one may ſay) he's 


ſomething baſhful, (but T'il tell him who you are) ¶ Goes 


fo Beaugard] If thou art not more cruel than Leopards, 
Lions, Tigers, Wolves, or Tartars ; don't break my 
Heart, don't kill me; this Unkindneſs of thine goes to the 


Soul of me. [ Goes to the Lady] Madam, he ſays he's ſo 
amaz'd at your triumphant Beauty, that he dares not ap- 


proach the Excellence that ſhines from you. 
L. Dance. What can be the meaning of this? 
Sir Jol. Art thou then reſolv'd to be remorſeleſs ? 


canſt * be inſenſible ? haſt thou Eyes? haſt thou a 


Heart! hf 


4 MF 
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Heart ? haſt thou any thing thou ſhouldſt have? Odd 


PII tickle thee ; get you to her, you Fool, get you to 
her, to her, to her, to her, to her, ha, ha, ha, 
L. Dunce. Have you forgot me, Beawgard ? 
Sir Fe. So now, to her again; I ſay, to her, to her, and 
be hang d. Ah Rogue / ah Rogue! now, now, have at her, 
now have at her ; ; there it Boes, there it goes, — Hey 
Boys 


L. Dunce. Methinks this Face ſhould not be ſo much 


alter'd, as to be nothing like what I once thought it; 


the Object of your Pleaſure, and Subject of your Praiſes. 


Sir Fol. Cunning Toad ! wheedling Jade]! you ſhall 


ſee now how by Degrees ſhe'll draw bim into the Whirl- 
pool of Love; now he leers upon her, now he leers 
upon her. O law! there's Eyes! there's Eyes! I muſt 
pinch him by the Calf of the Leg. 


Beau. Madam, I muſt confeſs 1 do remember that I 


had once-an Acquaintance with a Face, whoſe Air and 


Beauty much reſembled yours; and if J may truſt my 
Heart, you are called Clarinda. 


L. Dunce. Clarinda I was called, till my ill Fortune 


wedded me; now you may have heard of me by another 
Title ; Your Friend there, I ſuppoſe, has made nothing 


a Secret to you. 


Beau. And are you then that kind inchanted fair one, 
who was ſo paſſionately in love with my Picture, that 
you could not forbear betraying me to the Beaſt your 
Husband, and wrong the Paſlion of a Gentleman that 
| languiſhed for you, only to make your Monſter merry? 

Hark you, Madam, had your Fool been worth it, I 
had beaten him, and have a Months mind to be exerci- 


ſing. my. Parts that way upon your Go between, your 
Male-band there. 


Sir Fol. Ah Lord | ah Lord! all's ſpoiled again, le 
ruin'd, I ſhall be undone for ever! Why, what the De- 
_ 3 1 I 


a 
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10 is the Matter now? what have I done? what Sins 


have I committedꝰ Aſides 
L. Dunce, And are you the N ad of our 
Sex, who cannot live a Week in London without Loving * 
Are you the Spar# that ſends your Pifure up and down 
to longing Ladies, longing for a Pattern of your Per/on ? 
| Beau, Ves, Madam, when I receive ſo good Hoſtages 
as theſe are [ SHheaus the Gold] that it ſhall be well us d. 


Cou'd you find no body but me to play the Fool withal ? 


Sir Fol. Alack-aday | 


L. Dunce. Cou'd you pitch upon nobody but that wretched - 


Woman, that has lov'd you too well, to abuſe thus? 
Sir Jol. That ever I was born! | 
Beau. Here, here, Madam, I' 11 return you your Dire. 
I fcorn your Wages, as J do your Service. 
L. Dunce, Fie for ſhame ! what, refund ? that is not 
like a So/dier to refund : Keep, keep it, to pay your 
 Semfireſs withal. 
Sir Fol. His Semftreſs. who the Devil is his Semſtreſi ? 
Oad, what would I give to know that now : Ale. 
L. Dunce. There was a Ring too which I ſent you 
this Afternoon; if that fit not your Finger, you may diſ- 


poſe of it ſome other Way, where it may give. no oeca- 


ſion of Scandal, and you'il do well, 
Beau. A Ring, Madam 


L. Dunce, A ſmall Trifle; I ett Sir David dell 


ver'd it to you, when he return d you your Miniature. 
Beau. 1 beſeech you, Madam 
by Dance. Farewel, you Traitor. 


Po 


Bean, As I hope to be ſav d, and upon the Word of a 


Gentleman. 
L. Dunce. Go, you are a falſe ungrateful Brute? and 
trouble. me no-more. (Exit. 
Beau. Sir Folly, Sir Folly, Sir Folh hy. ; 
Sir Fol. Ah thou Rebel! | £99 5 
Beau. Some Advice, ſome Advice, dear Friend, e're 


I'm ruined, 5 | Sir 


e hems fn. e er 
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Sir Fol. Ev'n two pennyworth of Hemp for your Ho- 
nour s Supper, that's all the Remedy that I know. 
Beau. But prithee hear a little Reaſon. a 

Sir Jol. No, Sir, I ha done; no more to be faid, ha? 
done! ; I am aſham'd of you, I'll have no more to ſay to 
vou, I'Il never ſee your Face again, good b'w'y. 

| [Exit Sir Jolly. 

"hes Death and the Devil! what have my Stars been 
doing to day ? a Ring ! deliver'd by Sir David — what 
can that mean? Pox on her. for a Jilt, ſne lyes, and has 
a mind to amuſe and laugh at me a Day or two longer. 
Hiſt, here comes her Beaſt once more: I'll uſe him civil- 
V and try what Diſcovery I can make. 


Enter Sir David Dance. 


Sir Daw, Ha, ha, ha! here's the Captain's Jewel; ve- 
ry well: In troth I had like to have forgatten it. Ha, ha, 
ha ! how damnable mad he'll be now, when I ſhall 
deliver him his Ring again, ha, ha! — poor Dog, he'll 
hang himſelf at leaſt ; ha, ha, ha! Faith, tis a very 
pretty Stone, and finely {et : Humph ! if I ſhould keep it 


NOW ? — Tl ay I have loſt it: No, Dll give it him 


again, o purpoſe to vex him; ha, ha, aa. 
Beau. Sir David, 1 am heartily ſorſ ß; _ 
Sir Daw. O Sir, tis you I was ſeeking for, ha, ha, "ha 
What ſhall I ſay to him now to terrify him? L.. 
Beau, Me, Sir? — 
Sir Daw, Ay, you, Sir, if your Name be Captain Beau- 
2 How like a Fool he looks already /. [Aides 
Beau. What you pleaſe, Sir. 
Sir Dav. Sir, I would ſpeak a Word with you, if you 
think fit. What ſhall I do now to keep my Counte- 


nance ? _ WE7 ee . 


Beau. Can I be fo happy, Sir, as to be able to ſerve 
you in * ching! 2 


7 3 
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Sir Daw. No, Sir, ha, ha, ha: I have Commands s of 
Service te you, Sir; O Lord, ha, ha, ha. 18 | 
Beau. Me, Sir ? ; 
Sir Dev. Ay, Sir 3 you, Sir: But put on your Hat, 
Friend, put on your Hat; be covered. 
Beau, Sir, will you pleaſe to fit down on this Bank? 
Sir Dav. No, ne, there's no need, no need; for all 
T have a young Wife, 1 can ſtand upon my Legs, Sweet- 
Beau. Sir, I beſeech you. 
Sit Dab. By no means: 1 think, Friend, we had 
ſome hard Words juſt now, twas about a paultry Bag- 
gage; but ſhe's a pretty Baggage and a witty Baggage, 
and a Baggage that — 
Beau. Sir, I am heartily aſham'd of all Miſdemeanor 
on my Side. 
Sir Dav. You do well; tho' are you not a damn d . 
Whoremaſter, a deviliſh Cuckold-making-fellow ? here, 


here, do you ſee this? here's the Ring you ſent a roguing ; 


Sir, do you think my Wife wants any thing that you can 
help her to ? — Why I'll warrant yeu this Ring coſt I 


 Hfty Pounds: What a prodigal Fellow you are to throw 


away ſo much Meney or didſt thou ſteal it, old Boy? | 

I believe thou may'ſt be poor, 1'll lend thee Money up- ! 

on't, if thou think'ſt fit, at thirty in the hundred, eee 

1 love thee ; ha, ha, ha. | 
Beau. Sir, your. humble Servant, Tam ſorry * twas not . 

worth your Lady's Acceptance. Now what a Dog am I ; 
Sir Dav. I ſhould have given it thee before, but faith 

I forgot it, tho' it was not my Wife's Fault in the leaft ; t 


for ſhe ſays, as thou likeſt this Uſage, ſhe hopes to have 


thy Cuſtom again, Child; ha, ha, ha. 

Beau. Then, Sir, I beſeech you tell her, that you have 
made a Convert of me, and that I am fo ſenſible of my f. 
inſolent Behaviour towards he 
Sir Davy, Very well, I ſhall do it. 
2 2 | 6 | B eau. 
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Beau. That tis impoſſible I ſhall ever be at Peace with 
myſelf, ell I find ſome way how to make her Reparation. 
Sir Davy. Very good ; ha, ha, ha. 
Bean. And that if ever ſhe find me guilty of the like 
Offence again 


Sir Daw. No, Sir, you had not beſt 3 but proceed 3 
ha, ha, ha, 


- Beau, Let her baniſh all good Opinion of me for ever. 
Sir Dav. No more to be ſaid, your Servants good 
bw'y. 
Beau. One Word more, I beſcech ou Sir Davy, 
Sir Dav. What's that! 


Beau, T beg you tell her, that the generous" Reproof 
me has given me, has ſo wrought upon me 
Sir Dav. Well, I will. 


Beau. That I eſteem this Jewel not only as a Wreck 


redeemed from my Folly, bat that for her ſake I will 


preſerve it to the utmoſt Moment of my Life. (FED 
Sir Dav. With all my Heart, I vow and ſwear. 
Beau. And that I long to convince her, I am not the 


Brute fhe-tiight miſtake me for. 


Sir Daw. Right; well, this will make the 0 Sport 
[ 4/ide.] Let me fee ; firſt you en your ſelf to 
dey a very impudent Fellow. 
au. I do fo, Sir. 37 
. Hav. And that you fhall never be at 1 4, an you 
have fatisfy'd my Lady. 5 e 
Beau. Right, Sir. 


ne good 3 be, hay hd ried 


that you'll never play the Fool any more. Be Ture 


you keep your Word, Friend. 
Beau. Never, Sir. 


Sir Dav. And that you will EM that Ring for her 
abel as long as you live, ha! 


Bean, To the Day of = Death, I'll aflure you. 


Sir 


e 
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Sir Daw. 1 proteſt, that will be very Kindly done and 

that you long mightily, long to let her underſtand, that 
you are another gueſs Fellow than ſhe may take you for. 
Beau. Exactly, Sir, that is the” Sum and End of = 
Deſires, 1 8 8 


Sir Daw. Well, P11 Alke care of your Buſineſs, To do 


your Buſineſs, Lil warrant you — This will be the pureſt 
Sport when I come home [ Aide.] Well, your Servant, 
remember, be ſure you remember: Your Servant. [Ex 

Bean. So, now I find a Husband is a delicate Inſtru- 


ment rightly made uſe of. "To make her old jealous 


Coxcomb pimp for me himſelf, I think tis as worthy an 

Employment as ſuch a noble Conſort can be put to. 
Ab, avere ye all ſuch Huſbands and fuch Wives, 
We e * Brothers _—_ lead eng of Lives, UL * 
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Enter Sylvia and Compete. 


SYEF TA. * 


* * * 


8 5 which every body! knows him oF = and is 
ready to throw Stones at him for! 


Cour. Damn her, I ſhall never enjoy her W 


viſhing ; if ſhe were but very rich and very ugly, 1 
would marry her. „AF, tis the, I know her miſchieyous 
Look too well to be miſtaken'in it Madam ! — 
F _ 47 
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Sylw. Sir. 


to let me be quiet. 


Sylv. Tis very unreaſonably done of you, Sir, to haunt 


"i 
1 


Cour. Tis a very hard Caſe, that you have refolved not 


me up and down every where at this ſcandalous Rate; 


the World will think we are acquainted, ſhortly. _ 
Cour. But, Madam, I ſhall fairly take more care of 
my Reputation, and from this time forward ſhun and a- 
void you moſt watchfully. 
Sy/v. Have you not . this Place theſe two Hours ? 
Cour. Twas becauſe I knew it to be your Ladyſhip's 
Home then, and therefore might reaſonably be the Place 
you leaſt of all frequented; one would imagine you were 
gone a Coxcomb-hunting by this time, to ſome Place of 


publick Appearance or other; tis pretty near the Hour, 


'twill be * preſently, and then, the Owls come all 
abroad. 


Sylv. What need 1 take the Trouble to _ ſo far a 


Fowling, when there's Game enough at our on Doors? 


Cour. What, Game for your Net, fair Lady? 

yl. Yes, or any Woman's Net elſe that will ſpread it. 

Cour. To ſhnew you how deſpicably I think of the Bu- 
ſineſs, I will here leave you preſently, tho' I loſe. the 


Pleaſure of unf at you. 


Sy/v. Do fo, I 


Breeding. 


would adviſe you; ; your it Radllery: be- 


9 


Cour . Adieu! ! —— — 


S.. Farewell! | 
Cour, Why do you not go about your Buſineſs ? 


trays your Wit, as bad as your clumſey Civility does your 


Sv. Becauſe 1 would be ſure to be rid of you firſt, 


that you might not dog me. 


Cour. Were it but paſſible that you could anſwer me 


one Queſtion truly, and then I ſhould be ſatisfy d. 
Sy/v. Any thing for Compoſition to be rid of you hand- 


C 


lomly. 


Cour. 


x Amin 
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; han, Are you really my honeſt? Look i in my Face, 
5 and tell me that. | 

Sv. Look in your Face and tell you, fe what? To 
ſpoil my Stomach to my Supper? 

Cour. No, but to get thee a Stomach to hy Bed, 


Sweet heart; I would, if poſſible, be better acquainted 
with thee, becauſe thou art very ill natur d. 


Sylv. Your only way to bring that Buſineſs about ef- 
reQtuaTly is to be more troubleſome : and if you think 
it worth your while to be abuſed ſubſtantially, you may 
make your perſonal Appearance this Night. 

Cour. How? where ? and when ? and what Hour, I 
beſeech thee ? 

Sylv. Under the Window, between the Hours & Ele- 
ven and Twelve exactly. 

- Cour. Where ſhall thoſe lovely Eyes and Ears liek my 
Plaints, and fee my Tears? 
Sylv. At that kind Hour thy Griefs ſhall end, if thou 
eanſt know thy Foe from thy Friend. . 
Cour. Here's another Trick of the Devil now; under 
that Window, between the Hours of Eleven and Twelve 
exactly. I am a damn'd Fool, and muſt go. Let me ſee ; 
fappoſe I meet with a luſty beating: Pifh, that's nothing 
for a Man that's in love; or ſuppoſe ſhe contrive ſome 
Way to make a publick Coxcomb of me, and expoſe me 
to the Scorn of the World, for an Example to all amo. 
rous Blockheads hereafter : Why if ſhe do, I'll fear I 
have lain with her; beat her Relations, if they pretend 
to vindicate her ; and 0 there's one Love Intrigue pret- 
ty well over. e (Exit. 


Bau- Sir Davy Dunce and | Verma: 


dg Div! Go, get you into your r Lady now, and tell 
her I am e | 


0 a. 


bays 


it 


knows What will become of me? Ihave ſurely loſt, and 


| Bridge with ſome ſmooth-fac'd Rogue or another: 'Tis 


* 
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Vern Her Ladyſhip, Right- worſhipful, is „ not 
to be at home. 

Sir Dav, How's. that? my Lady not at home ! run, 
run in and aſk when ſhe went forth? where ſhe i is ”_ ? 
and who is with her? run and aſk, Vermin. 

Verm. She went out in | Hey e preſently after you, | 
this Afternoon. 

Sir Daw. Then I am to be a Cuckold ſtill for aught I 


ne'er ſhall find her more: ſhe promis d me ſtrictly to ſtay 
at home till I came back again; for anght I know ſhe 
may be up three Pair of Stairs in the Temple now. 

Perm. Is her Ladyſhip i in Law then, Sir ? 

Sir Dav. Or it may be, taking the Air as far as Knights: 


a damn'd Houſe, that Swan, that Swan at Knights- 
Bridge is a confounded Houle, Vernin. 


Verm. Do you think ſhe's there then? 

Sir Dav, No, I do not think ſhe's there neither ; but 
ſuch a thing may be, you know. Wou'd that Barn Elms 
was under Water too, there's a thouſand Cuckolds a Year 
made at Barn-El/ms, by Rojamond's Pond; the Devil, if 
oy ſhould be therethis Dn my Heart 5 broke. 


Enter Si Jolly. 


Sir Fal. That muſt be Sir Davy: ; ay; that $ be that's 
he; ha, ha, ha, was ever the like heard of? was ev r 


any thing ſo pleaſant ? 


Sir Daw, I'll lock her up three Days lack three Nights | 
without Meat, Drink, or * 'I humble her, in the 
Devil's Name. 

Sir Fol. Well, * but meet my P riend Sir Davy, 
it would be the joy fulleſt News for him 

Sir Dav. Who's there chat has any thing to ſay to 
me? | 


C 6 | Sir 
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Sir Fol. Ah, my Friend of F riends, ſuch, News: ! you 5 
Tidings 5 q 
Sir Dawv. I have loſt my Wie, Man. . 
Sir. Fol. Loſt her ! ſhe's not dead, L hope ? 3 
Sir Daw. Ves, alas! ſhe's dead; irrecoverably loſt. 
Sir Fol. Why, I parted with her within this half Hour. 
Sir Daw. Did you ſo? are you ſure it was ſo? where 
Was it? I'l have my Lord Chief Juſtice: 8 Warnges and 
a Conſtable preſently. ; 5 
Sir Fol, And ſhe made the pureſt Sport now, with a 
young Fellow, Man, that ſhe met withal accidentally. , 
Sir Daw, Oh Lord ! that's worſe and worſe ! a young 


Fellow ? — my Wife making Sport with a young Fel- 
low! Oh Lord! here are Doings !. here are Vagaries! MW 1 
I'll run mad, III climb Bow Steeple preſently, beſtride 
= the Dragon, and preach Cuckoldom to the whole City. | 
6 Sir Fol. The beſt of all was too, that it happen'd to 0 
Wl be an idle Coxcomb that pretended to be in love with | £ 
| ker, Neighbour. v 


Sir Daw. Indeed ! in love with her! who was. it 7 what's 
his Name? I'll, warrant you won't tell a Body — I'll. in- 


dict him in the Crown Office; no, I'll iſſue Warrants to fe 

apprehend him for Treaſon upon the Statute of Edro. 19. P! 

Won't you tell me what young Fellow it was? was it a : 
very handſome young Fellow? ha? 

Sir Fol. Handſome ? yes, hang him, the Fellow 8 | 

handſome enough; he is not very handſome _— but io 

| he has a deviliſh. leering black Eye. = ww 


Sir Dav. Oh Lord: 

Sir Fol. His Face too is a good riding F: ace; tis no hu 
ſoft effeminate Complexion indeed, but his Oduintonitioe ill 
is ruddy, ſanguine, and chearful; a deviliſh Fellow: in a 


Corner, Pill warrant him E 4 


Sir Daw, Bleſs us! what will brbothe of) me? why Ja 
the Devil did I marry a young Wife? Is he very well 
$2.9; *1.to0 ? tall, ſtrait, and proportionable, ha? ma 


Sir 


— 


* 
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Sir Jol. Tall? No, he's not very tall neither, yet he 


is tall enough too: He's none of your over- grown lub- 


berly Flanders Jades, but more of the true Exgliſb Breed, 
well knit, able, and fit for Service, old Boy ; the Fellow 
is well ſhap'd truly, very well proportion'd, ftrong, and 
active. I have ſeen the Rogue leap like a Buck. 

Sir Daw. Who can this be? Well, and what think you, 
Friend, has he been there? Come, come, I'm ſenſible 
ſhe's a young Woman, and Tam an old Fellow, troth a 


very old Fellow; I fignify little or nothing now. Bat do 


you think he has prevail'd ? am La Cuckold, Neighbour ? 
Sir Jal. Cuckold! what, a Cuckold in Covent-Gar = 
den ? No, IF ll aſſure you, I believe her to be the meit 
virtuous Woman in the World; but if you had but ſeen — 
Sir Dav. Ay, would I had; what was it ? | 
Sir Jol. How like a Rogue ſhe us'd him. Firſt of all 
comes up the Spark to her; Madam, ſays he, and 
then he bows down thus How now, ſays ſhe, what 


would the impertinent Fellow have? 


Sir Dau. Humph?! haf well, and what then ? f 

Sir Jol. Madam, ſays he again (bowing as he did be 
fore) my Heart is ſo intirely yours, that except you take 
pity of my Sufferings, I muſt die at your Feet. 

Sir Dav.; So, and what aid ſhe again, Neighbour, har 

Sir Fol. Go, you are a Fop. 

Sir Dab. Ha, ha, ha, did ſhe indeed ? Did ſhe ſay 
ſo indeed? I am glad on't, troth I am very glad on't ; well, 
and what next? And how, and well, and what? ha? 

Sir Jol. Madam, ſays he, this won't dq; Jam your 
humble Servant for all this; you may pretend to be as 
i- natur'd as you pleaſe, but I ſhall make bold. | 

Sir Dav, Was there ever ſuch an impudent Fellow! 

Sir Folly. With that, Sirrah, ſays ſhe, you are a my 
Jackanapes, and I'll have you kick'd. _ 

Sir Dav, Ha, ha, ha! Well, I weuld not be un- 
marry'd again to be an Angel. | | Sir 
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Sir Fol. But the beſt Jef of all was, who this ſhould 


be at laſt. 


Sir Dav. Ay, who indeed ? ru warrant you ſome Th 
ly Fellow or other, poor Fool ! 


Sir Fol. Een a ſcandalous Rake hell, that lingers up 


and don the Town by the Name of Captain Beaugard ; 
but he has YEE, Cuckold- making Scoundrel in 


his time. 

Sir Daw. Hang TUY, <q is it he? I don? t {ALSO 
thus, not a wet Finger, Man; to my Knowledge ſhe 
hates him, ſhe ſcorns him, Neighbour; I know it, Iam 
very well fatisfy*d in the Point; befides, I have ſeen 


him ſince that, and have out-heor'd him: I am to 


tell her from his own Sk that he promiſes ne never to 
affront her more. | 


Sir Fol. Indeed! 
Sir Davy. AY, ay en 


Fer Lady Dunce, paying her Chairman. 


Chairman. God bleſs you, Madam, thank your "I" 
Sir Fol. Huſh, huſh ; there's my Lady, I'll be Sone, 


I'll not be ſeen; your humble Servant, Good by'w'y. 


Sir Dav. No faith, Sir Jolly, een go into my Houſe 
now, and ſtay Supper with me; we han't N together 
a great while. 

Sir Jol. Ha ! fay you 0 ? I don't care if I do, faith, 
with allmy Heart; this may give me an Er to 


ſet all things right again. | 84 


Sir Dav. My Dear, 
L. Dunce. Sir. : ; 
Sir Daw. You have lived load, my Dear, Liee. | 
L. Dance. Only for a little Air; truly I was almoſt 
| Rifled within Doors: I hope you will not be angry, Sir 
Dawid, will 2 ? 


Sir 


Dee 
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Sir Dav. Angry, Child! no Child, not 1; what ſhould 
I be angry for ? 

IL. Dunce. I wonder, Sir David, you will ſerve me at 
this Rate. Did you not promiſe me to go in my behalf 

to Braugard, and correct him accord! ing to my Inſtruc- 
tions for his Inſolence? 

Sir Daw. So I did, Child; I have been with him, 
Sweet-heart, I have told him all to a Tittle, I gave him 
back again the Picture too; but, as the Devil would 
have it, I forgot the Ring, faith I did. ; 

L. Dunce. Did you purpoſe, Sir . to tender me 
ridiculous to the Man I abominate? what ſcandalous Inter- 
pretation, think you, muſt he make of my retaining any 
'Trifle of his, ſent me on ſo diſhonourable Terms? 

Sir Daw. Really my Lamb, thou art in the right; 
yes, I went back afterwards, dear Heart, and did the 
Buſineſs to ſome Purpoſe. 

L. Dunce. J am glad that you did, with all my Heart. 

Sir Daw. I gave him his Leſſon, PIL warrant him. 

L. Dunce. Leſſon ! what Leſſon had you to give him? 

Sir Dav. Why, I told him, as he lik'd that Vo he 
might come again; ha, ha, ha. 

L. Dunce. Ay, and fo let him. 

Sir Dav. With all my Heart, Þll give him free Leave, 
or hang me: tho' thou wou'dft not imagine how the poor 
D—!s alter d. Lo' you there now, but as certainly as I 


| Rand here, that Man is ſo troubled, that he ſwears he ſhall 


not reſt Day nor Night, till he has ſatisfied thee ; prithee be 


_ ſatisfied with him if it is poſſible, my Dear. Prithee do; 


I promis'd him before I left him to tell thee as much; 
for the poor Wretch looks ſo ' ſimply, I could not choole | 
but pity him, I vow and ſwear, ha, ha, ha. 

Sir Fol. Now, now, you little Witch, now you Chits 


Face; odd, I cou d find in my Heart to put my little Finger 
in your Bubbies. | 


[ A/ede. 
88 I. Dunce. 
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4 Duice. Sir David, I muſt tell you, that I cannot 
but reſent your ſo ſoon Reconcilement with a Man that 
J hate worſe than Death; and that if you lov'd me with 
half that Tenderneſs you profeſs, you would not forget an 
Affront ſo palpably and ſo baſely offer d me. 

Sir Dav. Why, Chicken, where's the Remedy ? What's 
to be done? How would thou have me deal with him ? 

I. Dunce. Cut his Throat. 

Sir Daw. Bleſs us for — cut his Throat ? what, 
do Murther ? xj 

L. Dunce. Murther ! yes, any thing to ſuch an incor- 
rigible Enemy of your Honour, one that has reſoly'd to 
perſiſt in abuſing of you; ſee here this Letter, this I re- 
eciv'd ſince I laſt parted with you; juſt now it was thrown 


into my Chair by an impudent Lacquey of his, kept o 


purpoſe for ſuch Employments. 

Sir Dav. Let me ſee: a Letter 3 be the La- 
dy Dunce —damn'd Rogue! treacherous Dog! what can 
he ſay in the Inſide now? here's a Villain. 

L. Dunce. Yes, you had beſt break it open, you had ſo3 
is like the reſt of your Diſcretion. - 

Sir Dav. Lady, if J have an Enemy, tis beſt for me 


| = know what Miſchief he intends me z therefore, with 


your Leave, I will break it open. 
L. Dunce. Do, do, to have him believe that I was 


pleaſed enough with it to do it my ſelf: If you have the 


Spirit of a Gentleman in you, carry it back, and daſh it, 
as it is, in the Face of that audacious Fellow. 
Sir Fo/. What can be the meaning of this now ? 
Sir Dav. A Gentleman ! yes Madam. I am a Gentle- 
ben hrs the World ſhall find that J am a Gentleman 


] have certainly the beſt Woman in the World. 
L. Dance, What do you think muſt be the End of all 


this? J have no Refuge in the World, but your Kind- 
neſs; Had I a jealous Haun now, how miſerable 
muſt my Liſe be 


Sir 


In . Jy ws - 


t 


The SorDprERS FoR TUN nn 57 


Sir Fol. Ah Rogue's Noſe ! ah Devil! ah Toad! cun- 
minus wheedlingSlat ;1'1l bite her by and by, [ 4/4e. 

Sir Dam. Poor Fool! no Dear, I am not jealous, nor 
never will be jealous of thee : Do what thou wilt, thou 
ſhalt noe: 8 dead: 1 love thee too well to ſuſpe 
thee. Plow f. 

L. Dane. Ab, ts dns Cs fo? | 

Sir Dev, How long? as long as I live warrant thee, 
1 — don't talk to a Body ſo: I cannot hold if thou doſt, 
my Eyes will run over, pour Fool! poor ien poor 
TLambkin ß! 

L. Dunte. But will you be ſo Rnd to me to anſwer 
my Deſires? will you once more endeavour. to make that 
Traitor ſenſible, that I have too juſt an Eſteem for your 
not to value his Addreſſes as W deſerve? 

Sir Dav. Ay, ay, I will. | 

L. Dance. But don't ſtay away too hug: Dow? make 
what haſte you can, I ſhall be in pain till I ſee you again. 

Sir Dav. My Dear, my Love, my Babby, III be with 
thee in a Moment. How happy am I above the reſt of 
Men! Neighbour, dear Neighbour, walk in with my Wife, 
and keep her Company till I return again. Child, don't 
be troubled, prithee don't be troubled. Was there ever ſuch 

| a Wife? well, da, da, da; don't be troubled, prithee don't 
| be troubled, prithee don't be troubled, da, da. [Ex. 
H L. Dunes. Sir Folly, Sir Folly, Sir 'Fotry. ; 
Sir Fol. TOE t be troubled, e don't be troubled,. 
3s da Nl 
L. Se But Six Falh, can you 3 e my 
wandring Officer may be probably found now? 
Sir Fol. Found, Lady ? he is to be found, Madam, 
| ne is to beat my Houſe preſently, Lady; lie's I 
one of the fineſt Fellows in the World. 

L. Dunce. You ſpeak like a Friend, Sir Foliy. 

Sir Joly. His Friend. Lady? na. Madam, his Foe, 
nis utter Enemy, I ſhall be his Ruin, I ſhall undo him. 

F C 5 | I. Dune. 
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and play at Cards this Evening with me for an Hour or 
vo; for I have contriv'd it ſo, that Sir David is to be 
n= | abroad at Supper to Night, he cannot poſſibly avoid it; 
W TI long to win ſome of the Captain's Money ſtrangely. 
1 Sir Jol. Do you ſo, my Gameſter ? well, I'll be fure 
te bring him, and for what he carries about him, I'II 
. warrant you — odd, he's a pretty Fellow, IS pretty 
F ellovy, he has only one Fault. 

L. Dunce. And what is that, 1 beſvech you, Sir? © 


: certainly the beſt-natur'd Fool breathing, that's all his Fault. 
L. Dance. Hift, hiſt, I think T ee Cn — 
if you pleaſe Sir Folh, we'll go. in. 


E nter Beaugard, follewd by Sir David and Vermia. 


Sir Fol. Mam, mum, tis he himſelf, the very ſame ; ; 
odds fo! Sir Davy after him too; huſh, huſh, huſh, let 
us be gone, let us retire ; do but look upon him now, 
mind him a little; there's a Shape ! there's an Air! there's 
2 Motion ! Ah Rogue, ah Dl, get you in, get yon in, 
I ſay, there's a Shape for you. [Exit IL. Dunce. 

Beau. What the D—] ſhall I do to recover this day's 


has forſaken me; methinks. Il am quandary'd, like one 
going with a Party to diſcover the Enemy's Camp, but 
had loſt his Guide upon the Mountains: C—ſe on him, 
old Argos is here again: there can be no "ng Fortgne 
towards me when he's at my Heels. 185 

Sir Daw. Sir, Sir, Sir, one Word with "oy Sir: G 
tain, Captain, noble qt one Word I befe:ch you. 

Beau. With me, Friend? pid 

Sir Daw. Yes, with you, my no Friend. 


Fer * Ah Rogue damn'd ho 


Bra. 


L. Dance. You may, if you pleaſe ; then come both | 


Sir Fol. Only too loving, too good-natur'd, that's all ;'tis | 


Loſs again ? my honourable Pimp too, my Pandar Knight 


Beau. Sir Dawid my Intimate ! my ea 
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eau. My Confeſſor! my deareſt Friend I ever had — 

Sir Da. Dainty Wheedle ! here's a Fellow for ye! 

Beau. One that has taught me to be in love with Vuir- 
tue, and ſhewn me the ugly Iaſide of my F aii 

Sir Dav. Your humble Servant. 

Beau. Is that all? if you are as cold in your Tani as 
you are in your F 'riendſhip, Sir David, yeur Lady has 
the worſt time on't of any one in Chriſtendom. - 

Sir Daw, So ſhe has, Sir, when ſhe cannot be free * 
the inſolent Sollicitations of ſuch a Fellow as you are, Sir. 

Beau. As me, Sir? why, who am I, peed ir Domi- 
ne Doddle pate? | 

Sir Daw. So, take notice be threatens me; I'll have 

him bound to the Peace inſtantly. Will you never have 
remorſe of Conſcience, Friend? Have you baniſh'd all 
Shame.from your Soul ? Do you conſider my Name is Sir 
David Dunce that I have the moſt virtuous Wife living? 
Do you conſider that? Now how like a Rogue he looks 
again and what a Hang dog Leer was that! ; 
Beau, Your virtuous Wife, Sir? you are "OW? harping 
upon that String, Sir David. 
Sir Dav. No, 'tis you wou'd be barping upon that 
String, Sir; ſee you this ? caſt your Eyes upon this, this 
Letter, Sir: Did not you promiſe this very Day, to aban- 
don all manner of Proceedings of this nature, tending to 
the Diſhonour of me and my Family ? 

Beau. Letter, Sir? what the D—] does he mean now? 
Let me fee, For the Lady Dunce; this is no Scrawl of 
mine, I'il be ſworn by Joeve, her own Hand. What a 
Dog was I! forty to one but I had play'd the Fool, and 
ſpoil d all * Was there ever ſo charming a Creature 
breathing Did your Lady deliver this to your Hands, 
Sir? : 

Sir Dav. Ev'n her own ſelf in Periba, Sir; and bad: 
me tell you, Sir, that ſhe has too juſt an Eſteem for me, 
Sir, not to value ſuch a Fellow as you are, as you deſerve. 


2 6 1 Beau. 
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Bean Very good : J Read the Letter. ] I doubt not but 


N. 


« this Letter will ſurprize you'— (in troth, and ſo it does 

extremely) «© but reflect upon the manner of _—_— R 
* to your Hand as kindly as you can 

Sir Dav. Ay, a daimn'd Thief, to have it chrown 


| Into the Chair by a Footman. 


Beau. [ Reads.) © Would Sir David v were | but half © 
« kind to you as I am, 

Sir Dav. Say you ſo, you jnfndebeg Knave ? 5 

Beau. But he, I am ſatisfy d, is ſo ſeverely Jealous, 
that except you contrive ſome way to let me ſee ou 
60 © this Evening, I fear, all will be hopeleſs. —_ 

Sir Dav. Impudent Traitor! I might have been a 
Monſter yet before I had got my Supper in my Belly. 

Beau. In order to which, either appear yourſelf, or 


ry * ſome body for you, half an Hour hence in the Piazza, 


when more may be confider'd of. Adieu. 
1 Daw. Thanks to you, noble Sir, with all my Heart; ; 
you are come, 1 ſee, accordingly; but as a Friend I am 


bound in Conſcience to tell you, the Buſineſs won't do, 


the Trick won't paſs, Friend; you may put up your 
Pipes, and march off: Oh Lord! he lie with my Wife! 
Pugh, he make Sir David Dunce a eke! * 
. ha, ha, ha. 

* Hiſt, hiſt, hiſt. 


Enter Lady Dunce and Fourbin 4; ui d. 
L. Dance. That's he, there he is: ſucceed, and be 


. rewarded. 


Four. Other People may think what they pleaſe; but 
in my own Opinion, I am a very pretty Feliow now ; 


if my Deſign but ſucceed upon this old Baboon, Pl be 
cCanonia d. Sir, Sir, Sir. 
Sir Dav. Friend, with - me ? Would you ſpeak with 


me, F riend ? 
Four. Sir, my Chia were to attend your Worſhi ip. 
| | Cir 
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Sir Fol. Banger, Beaugard, bn enen, 


iys 
Sir Dav. Where do you 1 Sweet-heart, and who 
do you belong to? 


Four. Sir, I am a heals Inftrament af the City; T 


ſerve the Lord Mayor in his Office there. 


Sir Dav. How, the Lord Mayor! 
Four. Yes, Sir, who deſires you by all means to do kim 
the Honour of your Company at Supper this Evening. 
Sir Daw. It will be the greateſt Honour I ever re- 
ceived in my Life; what, my Lord-Mayor invite me 
to Supper? I am his Lordſhip's moſt humble Servant. 
Four. Ves, Sir, if your Name be Sir Dawid Dunce, as 
J have the Honour to be informed it is: he deſires you 
moreover to make what haſte you can, for that he has 


ſome Matters of Importance to communicate to your 
Honour, which may take up ſome time. 


L. Dunce. I hope it will ſucceed.  / . ¶ Hel. 
Sir Dav. Communicate with me ! he does me too no- 
ble a Favour ;. I'll fly upon the Wings of Ambition to 


lay my ſelf at his Footſtool: My Lord Mayor ſends 


himſelf to invite me to Supper, to confer with me too: 


1 ſhall certainly be a great Man. 


Four. What Anſwer will your Worſhip charge me 


| back withal ? 


Sir Daw. Let his Lordſhip know, that I am amaz'd 
and confounded at his Generoſity; and that I am fo 


tranſported with the Honour he does me, that I will 


not fail to wait on him in the roaſting of an E 


Four. I am your Worfhip's lowly Slave. 2 
Sir Dav. Vermin, go, get the Coach ready; get me 


the Gold Medal too and Chain, which I took from the 
Roman Catholick Officer for a Popiſh Relick: Fll be 


fine; I'll ſhine, and drink Wine that's De My 
Lord « AI invite me to Supper! 


"bs Dance, 


U 
ea; 
Hh 
„ ' 
i ej 
* i. ty * 
PHE: 


— — - 


5 - 


. — JE. may 2 as 2 5 
8 —— a „q — x — — — ee tn 
- — ; - _ - - — IS n — - —. re a — 2 2 y 
- * — — a - 2 Mes — = 2 — — — - * e * - 

2 2 < — — — —— — 3 5 8 3 Ga he E — — <q EEE 3 7 . 5 Se Ll — A "© \ 
— EC — SS: 5 I - 2 _ Gen a, EE Regs 2 — — — = - 
en —— nn — : be. — - Le * 7 r r Reg ET OT: IO 5 — 
= ” — * 3 4 * 3 : . 3 2 * 7 

- 2 b — xr 2 3 a — (2 4 
— - : . 2 — 2 = 


: — 2 —— — — — 
= 5 * . hgh ha 
—! —— — — 
= — — 
. —— EI — = 


< — 2 2 8 
— — 


. — 
—— — — 
— nyt nn na 
— Ji IN 

— — 

— _ 


= — 
— 


— 


—— 
r - IF: 
WE. . r 

5 8 —— 
3 4 — 


62 The S0 DIE RS FORTUNE. 
L. Dunce. My Deareſt, I'm glad to ſee thee return'd 
in Safety, from the bottom of my Heart: Haſt thou ſeen 
the Traitor ? 
Sir Daw. — Aim hang him, 1 have ben his 
Pox on him, ſeen him! +! » 


L. Dunce. Well, and what is become of him 2 


| Where is he? | 
Sir Daw. Why doſt thou ask me whos * his? What 
a Pox care I what becomes of him. Prithee don t t trou- 
de me with thy Impertinence, I am buſy. | 
L. Dunce. You are not angry, my. Dear, are you? 
Sir Dav. No, but Iam Pleas'd, and thar'sall one: very 
much pleas'd , let me tell you, but that I am only to ſup 
with my Lord Mayor, that's all; nothing elſe in the 
World, only the Buſineſs of the Nation calls upon me, 
that's all; therefore once more, 1 ſay, Auel be trouble- 
ſome, but ſtand off. | 


L. Dunce. You Ao think my Com puny trouble 


ſome 3 you never ſtay at home to comfort' me ; what 
think you I ſhall do alone: by myſelf all this Evening, 


- moping in my Chamber? Pray, my Joy; ſtay with me 


for once. I hope he won't take me at my Word. Agar. 
Sir Dav. I ſay again and again, Tempter, ſtand off, 1 
will not loſe my Preferment for my Pleaſure; Honour 
is towards me, and Fleſh and Blood are my Averſion. - 
L. Dunct. But how long will you ſtay then? 
Sir Dav. I don't know, may be not an Hour, may 
be all Night, as his Lordſhip and 1 think fit; what's 
that to any Body ? NE 
I. Dunce. You are very cruel to me. | 
Sir Dav. I can't help it; go, get you in, and paſs 
away the time with your Neighbour, I'll be back again 
before I die; in the mean time be humble and confor- 
mable, go. Is the Coagh. ready? 1 
| Farm, Yes, or. =. 


Sir Daw, 
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Sir Daw. Well, your Servant; what, nothing to my 
Lady Mayoreſs? Vou have a great deal of | Breeding, in- 
deed, a great deal; nothing to my Lady e K* 

L. Dunce. My Service to her, if you pleaſe. 
Sir Dav. Well, da, da — the poor Fool cries, o my 
Conſcience! Adieu, do you hear? Farewell. Ixil. 
En As well as what ©. Jove can make me. Bro 


3 * 


2 ater 87 joy. 


Sir Pol. an * gone? 

L. Dunce. In Poſt haſte, I aſſure you. 

Sir Jol. In troth, and Joy go with him. | 
I. Dunce. Do you then, Sir "Fol y. conduct the Cap- 
tain hither, whilſt I go and en of the mne chat 
We may be private. Ls 


E. nter Ki Davy. 


Str N Tröch, 1 had ſorgot my Medal and cu 
quite and clean forgot my Relick ; I was forc'd to come 
up theſe Back-Stairs, for fear of meeting my Wife again ; 
it is the troubleſom'ſt loving Fool; J muſt into my Clo- 
ſet, and write a ſhort Letter too; tis Poſt Night, I had 
forgot that : e I. wou'd not have my Wife catch me 
tor a A. „ e 


4 mer Ra and Lady Dunce. 


| Bean Are you certain, Madam, no Body 1s this ay? 
Ik fancy as we enter d, I faw the Glunple | os ſomething 

more than ordinary. | 
L. Dance. Is it your Care of me, ar your perſonal. 
Fears, that make yo io EN Whereahouts was 
the Apparition? 8 
Beau, There, chere, juſt at the very Door. ON RT 
„ 
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he; I'm fatisfied, is far enough off by this time. Im ſure 


J heard the Coach drive him away. | But to convince 
you, you ſhall ſee now: Bir Day,” Sir Davy, Sir Davy, 
{ Knocking at the Cloſet Door} Look you there; you a 


Captain, and afraid of S Ne Sir, hall, we 
call for the Cards??? [ 

Beau. And what ſhall we ry fob; patty One! > 

L. Dunce. Een what you think beſt, Sir. 

Beau. Silver Kiſſes, or Golden Joyy?. ? ome. er, us 
make Stakes a ite, 80 ! | 


ME OS * 
. 1 
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hf 


B 5 „11 Enter Sir jay 1 N 


5 EA 2 


Si Fol. Ah Rogue ! ah Rogue! are youthere? Have 
I caught you in Faith now, now, now ? b 

L. Dunce. And who ſhall keep them? - 

Beau. You, till Sir Davy returns from Supper. 

L. Dunce. That may be long enough: for our Engine 


Faris has Orders not to give him over ſuddenly, 1 


aſſure you, , 


Beau. And is it to yourſelf then, I'm obliged * this 


bleſs'd Opportunity ? Let us improve it to Love's beſt 
Advantage. 
Sir Fel. Ah, ha, ha, ha! Ah, ha, hay ha! 


Beau. Let's vow Eternal, and raiſe our Thoughts to 


Expectation of immortal Pleaſures: in one anather s Eyes 
let's read our Joys, till we've no longer Power o'er our 


Pn, drunk with this diſſolving, Oh! 
1 Sir Davy 2 bis chi. 


L. Dunce. Ah! 7 = [$ nee, 
Beau. By this Light, the Cuckold: Pio. nay, then 
Halloo. WEED. [Geer 2p and. runs away. 


4:20 91 Sir Dav. 


L. Dance. Fie for ſhame ! that's Sir Days Cloſet ; and 


Bos founj — 
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Dir en O Lord! a Man, a Man in my Wife's Cham- 
ber! Murder, Murder! Thieves, Thieves ! ſhut Op Ws 


Doors. Madam, Madam ! Madam! 


Enter Sir Jolly. 


Sir Fol, Ay, ay, Thieves, Thieves, Marder, Mur 


der; where Neighbour, where, where? 


L. Dunce. Pierce, pierce this wretched Heart, 23 


to the Hilts, dye this in the deepeſt Crimſon of my 
Blood; ſpare not a miſerable Woman's Life, whom 
Heav'n deſign'd to be the unhappy Object of the moſt 
horrid Uſage Man e'er. ated. 

[ Catches up Beaugard's Sword, wohich be had left behind 

him in the Hurry, and preſents it to Sir Davy. 

Sir Dav. What, in the Name of Satan, does * 
mean now? 

L. Dance. Curſe on my fatal Beauty! blaſted ever be 
theſe two baneful Eyes, that cou'd inſpire a barbarous 
Villain to attempt ſuch Crimes, as all my Blood's too 
little to attone for? Nay, you ſhall hear me — 
Sir Dav. Hear you, Madam ! No, I have na 
much, I thank you heartily; hear you, Quotha 

L. Dunce. Ves, and before I die too, I'll be jaſtify'd. 

Sir Daw. juſtify'd, oh Lord, juftify'd ! 

L. Dunce. Notice being given me of your Return, 1 


came with ſpeed to this unhappy Place, where I have 


oft been bleſt with your Embraces, when from behind 


the Arras out ſtarts Beargard ; how he came there, 
Heav'n knows. 


Sir Dav. I'll have lr tang'd for "LED ; he has 
broken my Houſe, and broke the Peace upon my Wife: 
Very good! 8 1 
L. Dunce. Strait in his Sails hy graſp d me faſt; with - 
much ado I Ae and pot my Freedom, ran.to your 
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Cloſet-Doer; knock d and implor'd your Aid, card on 
your Name; but all in vain=—_ 

Sir Dav. Hah! | | 
IL. Dunce. Soon again he feiztd me, nopp'd. my 
Mouth; and, with Conquerot's Fury — 

Sir Daw. Oh Lord ! oh Lord! no more, no more, I 
befeech thee, I ſhall grow mad, and very mad, I'll 
plough up Rocks and Adamantine Iron Bars; I'll crack 
the Frame of Nature, ſally out like Tamerl/ane upon the 
Trojan Horſe, and drive the Pigmies all like Geeſe be- 


fore me. Oh Lord, ftop her Meuth ! Well, and how? 


and what then? ſtop'd thy Mouth! Well! Hah = 

L. Dunce. No, tho' unfortunate, J ſtill am innocent; 
His curſed Purpoſe could not be accompliſhed ; but who 
will live ſo injur'd? No, I'll die to be reveng'd on my 


ſelf: I ne'er can hope that I may ſee his ſtreaming 


Gore ; and thus I let out my own 
[Offers to run upon the Saword. 
Sir Dav. Ha what would'it thou do, my Love ? pri- 
thee don't break my Heart: If thou wilt kill, kill me; 
I know thou art innocent, I ſee thou art; tho 1 had ra. 
'ther be a Cuckold a thouſand times, than loſe thee, Poor 
Love, poor Dearee, poor Baby. 
Sir Fol. Alack-a-day em__—_ [Weeps, 
L. Dunce. Ah me! 
Sir Dav. Ah, prithee be coniaind now, prithee 


do; why, Ill love thee better for this, for all this, 


Mun. Why ſhouldſt be troubled for another's ill Do- 
ings? I know it was no Fault of thine. 

Sir Jol. No, no more it was not, I dare fear. 
Sir Daw. See, ſee, my Wy weeps too he is 
troubled to ſee thee thus. | 

L. Dunce. Oh, but Revenge! 


Sir Dav. Why, thou ſhalt have Revenge : rl have 


him Murder'd ; I'll have his Throat cut before to-mor- 
ro-? . Child; riſe now, prithee riſe, - Sir 
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Sir Jol. Ay, do Madam; and ſmile upon Sir Dany. 
L. Dunce. But will _ love me then as well as cer. 
you did?. 
Sir Dav. Ay, and the longeſt Day 1 tw too 
L. Dunce. And ſhall I have Juſtice done me on that 
prodigious Monſter? 
Sir Dav. Why he ſhall be rows - Meat by to-morrow 
Night; I tell thee, he ſhall be Crowe Meat by Midnight, 
Chicken. 
L. Dunce. Then I will tes ; ſince fo, * tis ſomething 
pleaſant: 
Whence I in thee may l. lead a happy Life 
With ſuch a Huſband 
Sir Dav. I ok ſuch a Wi. Zæeunt. 
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ACT IV. SCENE L. 
(SCENE, The Tavern. „ itz 


Enter een Beaugard, , Courtine, and Drawer. 


DRAWER. 


EElcome, Gentlemen, very welcome Sir; ; will 
ES you pleaſe to walk up one Pair of Stairs? 
8 Beau. Get the great Room ready pre- 
ſently; carry up too a good Stock of Bot- 
tles before hand; with Ice to cool our * 
and Water to refreſh our Glaſſes. 
Draw. It ſhall be done, Sir. Coming, coming there, 
—_ Speak up in the Dolphin. ſome Body. 
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Beau. Ah, Courtine, muſt we be always idle? muſt we 

never ſee our glorious Days again? when ſhall we be 

rolling in the Lands of Milk and Honey, encamp'd in 

large luxuriant Vineyards, where the loaded Vines clu- 
ſter about our Tents ? drink the rich Juice, juſt preſt 
from the plump Grape, feeding on all the fragrant Golden 
Fruit that grow in fertile Climes, and . by, the 
earlieſt Vigour of the Sun? 

Cour. Ah, Beaugard! thoſe Days have hem ; but now 
we muſt reſolve to content ourſelves at an humble Rate : 
Methinks it is not unpleaſant to conſider how I have ſeen 
thee in a large Pavilion, drowning the Heat of the Da 
in Champaine Wines, ſparkling ſweet as thoſe charming 
Beauties, whoſe dear Remembrance every Glaſs recorded, 
with half a dozen honeſt Fellows more, Friends, Beau- 
gard, faithful hearty Friends; things as hard to meet 
with as Preferment here: Fellows that would ſpeak Truth 
boldly, and were proud on't; that ſcorn'd Flattery, lov'd 
Honeſty, for 'twas their Portion ; and never yet learn'd 
the Trade of Eaſe and Lying: But — —* — 

Beru. Ay, now we zre at home in our natural Hives, 
and ſleep like Drones; but there's a Gentleman on the 
other ſide the Water, that may make Work for us all one Day. 

Cour. But in the mean while 

Beau. In the mean while Patience, Caurrine; that is 
the Engl; Man's Virtue: Go to the Man that owes you 
Money, and tell him you are neceflitated ; his Anſwer 
ſhall be, a little Patience, I. beſeech you, Sir: Ask a 
Cowardly. Raſcal Satisfaction for a ſordid Injury done 
vou; he ſhall-ery, Alas-a- day, Sir, you are the ſtrangeſt 
Man living, you won't have Patience to hear one ſpeak. 
Complain to a great Man that you want Preferment, 
that you have forſaken conſiderable Advantages abroad, 
in obedience to public EdiQs ; all you ſhall get of him 
18 BN You mult have Patience, Sir. | 


=> 
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cos But will Patience feed” me, or cloth me, or 
keep me clean? 

Beau. Prithee no more hints of WWWele): s Tis ſeanda- 
lous; *sdeath, I would as ſoon chooſe to hear a Soldier 
brag, as complain: Doſt thou want any Money? 

Cour. True, indeed, I want no Neceſſaries to keep me 
alive 3 but I do not enjoy myſelf with that Freedom I 
would do; there is no more Pleaſure in living at ſtint, 
than there is in living alone. I would have it in my 
Power (when he needed me) to ſerve and aſſiſt my 
Friend; I would to my Ability deal handſomly too by 
the Woman that pleas'd me. 

Beau. Oh, fie for ſhame ! you would be a Whore-ma- 
iter, Friend; go, go, I'II have no more to do with you. 

Cour. T would not be forc'd neither at any Time to 
avoid a Gentleman that had obliged me, fer want of 
Money to pay him a Debt contracted in our old Acquain- 
tance: It turns my Stomach to wheedle with the Rogue 
1 ſcorn, when he uſes me ſo ſcurvily, becauſe he has my 
Name in his Shop-Book. _ 


Beau. As for Example, to endure the Familiarities of a 


Rogue, that ſhall cock his greaſy Hat in my Face, when 
he duns me, and at the fame Time veil it to an over- 
grown Deputy of the Ward, tho a frouzy Fellmonger. 


Cour. To be forced to concur with his Nonſenſe too, 
and laugh at his Pariſh Jeſts. 

Beau. To uſe Reſpects and Chrcinonich' to the Mitch: 
Cow his Wife, and praiſe her pretty Children, tho' they 
ſtink of their Mother, and are ugher than the * of 
a Baboon; yet all this muſt be eee 

Cour. Muſt it, Beaugard . HOO TI 

Beau. And ſince tis ſo, let's think * a Bottle. $310” 

Crur. With all my Heart, for: railing and d:inking do 
much better together than by themſelves ; a private Room, 


a W Friend or be. eb mY Wine, and bold Traths, | 
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are my Happineſs. But where's our dear Friend 'and 
Intimate, Sir Folly, this Evening?  _/. 


Beau. To deal like a Friend, Caurtine, 1 ware with 


him but juſt now ; he's gone to contrive me a Meeung, 
if poſlible, this Night, with the Woman my Soul is molt 
fond of: I was this Evening juſt entering upon the Pa- 
lace of all Joy, when I met with ſo damnable a- Diſap- 


n ſhort, that Plague to all well meaning 


omen, the Huſband, came unſeaſonably, and forc'd 
a poor Lover to his Heels, that was fairly making his 
Progreſs another Way. Courtine, the Story thou ſhalt 
hear more at large hereafter, - 

Cour. A Plague on him, why didſt thou not ks 
| the preſumptous Cuckold? ſaucy intruding Clown ! to 
dare to diſturb a Gentleman's Privacies. I would have 
beaten him into Senſe of his Tranſgreſſion, enjoy d his 
Wife before his Face, and taught the Dog his Duty. 
Beau. Look you, Courtine, you think you are deal- 
ing with the Landlord of your Winter Quarters in 
Alfatia, now. Friend, Friend, there is a difference be- 
tween a Free-born Engliſb Cuckold, and a ſneaking 
Wittal of a conquer'd Province. 

Cour. Oh, by all means; there . to. A 2 Diffe- 
rence obſerv d between your —_ Weiss. and 
your limited Fornication. 

Beau. And but reaſon: For tho. we. may ks bold 
with another Man's Wife in a friendly Way. yet nothing 
NI Compulſion, dear Heart. 

Cour. And now Sir Folly, 1 hope, is to be the Inftru- 


ment of ſome immortal Plot; ſome Contrivance for the 


Good of the Body, and the old Fellow's Soul, Beaugard: 
for all Cuckold's go to Heav'n, chat's molt certain. 
Beau. Sir Folly! Why; on my Conſcience he thinks 
it.as much his undoubted;Right to be Pimp, Maſter Ge- 
neral to London and Middleſex, as the Eſtate he poſſeſſes 
is: By my Conſent his Worſhip ſhou'd een have a Fa. 


% 


tent for it, Caur. 
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. Cows He is certainly the fitteſt ' for the Employment 
in Chriflendom ; he knows more Families by their Names 
and Titles, than all the Bell-men within and without the 
Walls. | 

Beau, Nay, he keeps a 8 of the choler 
Beauties about Town, illuſtrated with a particular Ac- 
count of their Age, Shape, Proportion, Colour of Hair 
and Eyes, Degrees of Complexion, ang? 4-iem S 
and Moles. 

Cour. I wiſh the old Pandar were bound to ſatisfy my 


Experience, what Marks o good-nature my Syfvia has 
about her. | 


+." 


Enter Sir Jolly ſands. 


Sir Fol. My Captains ! my Sons of Mars, and Imps 
of Yenus ! well encounter'd : what, ſhall we have a ſpark- 
ling Bottle or two, and uſe Fortune like a Jade? Beau- 
gard, you are a Rogue, you are a Dog, I hate you; 
get you gone, go." 

Beau. But Sir Folly, what News from Parad; 6; Sir 
Folly ? Is there any hopes I ſhall come there to Night? 

Sir Fol. May be there is, may be there is not ; I fay let 
us have a Bottle, and I will ſay nothing elſe without a 
Bottle: Aſter a Glaſs or two my Heart may open. 

Beau. Why then we will have a Bottle, Sir Fol. 

Sir Fol. Will? we'll have Dozens, and denk! till we 
are wiſe, and ſpeak well of no body; till we are lewder 
than Midnight Whores, and out- rail difbanded Officers. 

Beau. Only one thing more my noble Koight, and 
then we are entirely at thy diſpoſal. 

. | Sir Jol. Well, and what's that? What's the Buſineſs ? 
Beau. This Friend of mine here ſtands in need of thy 

i:  Afiiſtance ; he's damnably in love, Sir Jolly. 

i Sir Jol. In Love ! is he ſo? In Love! Odds, my Life ! 
„bit ſhe? What's her Name? where] does ſhe live? I warrant 
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you I know her, ſhe's in my Table-Book Pl! warrant 
you: Maiden, Wife, or Widow. ¶ pulli out à Table- Book. 
Caur. In troth, Sir Folh, that's ſomething a difficult 


| Queſtion ; 3 but as Virgins go now, ſhe may paſs for one 


of them. 

Sir Fol. Virgin, very good: let Wache Virgin, 
Virgin, Virgin, bh, here are the Virgins ; truly, I meet 
with the feweſt of this ſort of any: Well, and the firſt 
Letter of her Name now : For a Wager I gueſs her. 

Cour. Then you muſt Spb: Sr Folh 2 that I love my 
Love with an L. 

Sir Fol. S. S. $. O here are the Eſſes: let me conſi- 
der now ge ee 3 

Cour. No, Sir. 

Sir Fol. Selina. 
Cour. N either. 
Sir Fol. Sepbronia. 
Cour. You muſt gueſs again, I allure you. 
Sir Fol. Hloxia. 0 

Cour. Ay, ay, Sir. Folly, that's the fatal Maes Sy/- 
via, the Fair, the Witty, the III. natur d. Do: you 
know her, my Friend? 

Sir Jol. Know her! Why ſhe's my en and 1 
have adopted her theſe ſeven Years. Sylvia, let me look; 
light brown Hair, her Face oval and roman, quick ſpar|- 
lingEyes, plump, pregnant, ruby. Lips, with a Mole on her 


Breaſt, and the perfect likeneſs of a Heart-cherry on her 


Left Knee. Ah Villain! ah fly Cap! have I caught you? 
Are you there, i'faith ? Well, and what fays ſhe ? Is ſhe 
coming ? Do herEyes betray her ? Does her Heart beat, 
and her Bubbies riſe, when you talk to her ? hah !'— 
Beau. Look you, Sir Jolh, all things conſidered, it 
may make a ſhift to come to a Marriage in time 
Sir Jol. Pl have nothing to do in it; I won't be ten 
in the Buſineſs of Marriniony : Make me a Match-maker ? 
a Mity * Broker? vir Ifcorn,l know better things. 
Look 
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look) you, Friend, to carry her a Letter from you, or ſo, 
upon n good Terms, tho? it be in a Church, I'Il deliver 
it; or when the Buſineſs is come to an Iſſue, if I may 
bring you handſomely together, and foforth, I'Il ſerve 
thee with all my Soul, and thank thee into the bargain; 
thank thee heartily, dear Rogue; I will, you little Cock - 
Sparrow, faith and troth I will: but no Matrimony, 
Friend, I'll have nothing to do with Matrimony; tis 
a damn'd Invention, worſe than a nen and A 
Dun; or civil Correſpondence. i 


Enter. Drawer. 7 e 


Draau. Gentlemen, your Room agg your ine ind 
Ice upon the Table; will your Honours pleaſe to walk int 

Sir Fol. Ay, Wine, Wine, give us Wine: a pox on 
Matrimony ; Matrimony in the Devil's Name! 


128 
23 513 4 # 


Cour. But if an honeſt Harlot or tw] O chance to en- 


quire for us, Friend. 10 
Sir Fol. Right, Sirrah, if dean come never ſo 
many, gives em Reverence and Reception, but nothing 
elſe; let nothing but Whores and Borties come near Wy 
Fon tender your”. Eu!!! : 


' [They go within the Scene, ee 7s 4 2 4 
a Table and Bottles. 


Beau. Why, there's, there's the Land of Che now 


in little; hark you, Drawer, Dog, ſhut, ſhut the Door, 
Sirrah, do you hear? Shut it ſo cloſe, that neither 
Cares nor Neceſſities may peep in upon .. 


Euter * Pavy, F ourbin, Bloody: Bones, and Drawer. 
Four.  Bloody-Bones, be ſure to behave yourſelf hand- 


ſomly, and like your Profeſſion; ſhew Youre: a Cut- | 


throat of Parts, and we'll fleece him. 


Blood. My Lady ſays, we muſt be dpi 8 
Jolly has _ notice to the . by this time; ſo 


4 | Di 5 39 that 
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that nothing is wanting, but the Management of this 
overgrown Gull, to make us Rasen at large, and 
keep the Whore Fortune under. 

Draw. Welcome, Gentlemen, very 3 Sir; 
will't pleaſe you to walk into a Room? Or ſhall I 


wait upon your Honours Pleaſure. here? 


Sir Dev. Sweet-heart, let us he quiet, 1 


Wine hither: fo — _ [l [Sits down. 


From this moment, War, War; and mortal Dudgeon 
againſt that Enemy of my Honour, and Thief of my 
good Name, called Beaugard. You can cut a Throat 
upon occaſion, you ſaid, Friend? 


Four. Sir, cuning of Throas is my hereditary Voca- 


| tion ; z my Father was hang'd for cutting of Throats be- 
fore me, and my Mother for cutting of Purſes. 


Sir Dav. No more to be ſaid ; my Courage is moun- 
ted like a little Frenchman ern and [ll 


have him murder'd. 
Four. Murder'd, you fay, Sir? 


Sir Dav. Ay, murder d, I ſay, Sirz his Face a 


off, and nail'd to a Poſt. in my great Hall in the Coun- 
try, amongſt all the other Trophies of wild Beaſts ſlain 


by our Family ſince the Conqueſt : there's never a 


Whore-maſter's Head there yet. 
Four. Sir, for that, let me recommend this worthy 
Friend of mine to your Service; he's an induſtrious 


Gentleman, and one that will deſerve your Favour. 


Sir Dav. He looks, but ſomething ruggedly tho' me- 


thinks. 
Four. But, Sir; his Parts will Ache ſor his Perſon ; ; 


Forms and Faſhions are the leaſt of his Study: he at- 
fects a ſort of philoſophical Negligence indeed. But, 
Sir, make trial of him, and you'll find him a Perſon fit 
for the Work of this World. * 


Sir Dav. What Trade are you, Friend? 4 oh 
| Bled. 


— 


” 
The SOLDIERS FORTUNE, 75 


Blood.” No Trade at all, Friend; 1 profeſs Murder : 


raſcally Butchers make a Trade ont; . a Senne. 
man's Divertiſement. * 


Sir Dav. D gen profeſs Murder | e a 
Blood. Ves, Sir, tis my Livelihood: 1 keep a wis 


and ſix Children by it. 
Sir Daw. Then, Sir, here's to you a with all my heart. 
Wou'd J had done with theſe Fellows. [Afar a 


Four. Well, Sir, if you have any Service for us, L 


deſire we may receive pou mn and your Inftrnetions, 
as ſoon as is poſſible, 4 


Sir Daw. Soft and fair, Sheen esd 1 ore to ſeen 
little how I lay out my Money: have you very pod. 
trading now-a-days-in- your way, Friend? 
Bled. In peaceable times, a Man may eat and drink 
comfortably upon't. A private Murder done handſome- 
ly, is worth Money; but now that the Nation's unſet- 
tled, there are ſo many general Undertakers, that tis 
1 almoſt a Monopoly; you may have a Man mur-: 
er'd almoſt for little or nothing, and no de ever 
_ who did it neither... 
Sir Dav. Pray what Countryman are you > whers 
| I were you born, moſt noble Sir? 
Blood. Indeed my Country is foreign; I'was born * 
3 Algier ; my Mother was an apoſtate Gree, my Father 
5 2 Renegado Engl/bman, who, by oppreſſing of Chri- 
ſtian Slaves, grew rich ; for which, when he lay fick, 
* I murder'd him, one day in his Bed, made my Eſcape 
to Maltha; where, embracing the Faith, I had the 
3 honour given me, to command a thouſand Horſe 2 
. the Gallies of that State. | 
t. Sir Dav. Oh Lord, Sir! my humble Service to you 
t again. 
1 He tells you, Sir, but the naked Truth. | 
Sir Daw. I doubt it not in the leaſt, moſt — Sir. | 
Theſe are deviliſh F ellows, I'll warrant em. [Afide. 
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Four, War, Friend, and ſhining Honour has been our 


Province, till ruſty Peace reduc'd us to this baſe Obſcurity. 
Ah Blooay-Bones ! ah] when thou and I commanded that 


4; Party at the Siege of Philigſburgb, where, in the face of 
the Army, we took the impenetrable Half. moon. 


Blood. Half-moon, Sir? by your Bauen was / Th 
Whole- moon. 

Faur. Brother, thann art in the rights 'twas a F — 
moon, and ſuch a Moon, Sir 

Sir Daw. I doubt it not in the leaſt, Gentlemen: ; 


| but, in the mean while, to our Buſineſs. 


Hur. Witk all my heart, ſo ſoon as Ny . 

Sir Dav. Do you know this Beaugard? He's a devi- 
um Fellow, I can tell you that; he's a Captain. 

Four. Has he a Heart, think you, Sir? | 

Sir Dav. Oh, like a Lion! he fears neiber God, 
Man, nor Devi. 

Blood. I'II bring i it you i your Breakfaſt to-mor- 
row: Did you never eat a Man's Heart, Sir? 

Sir Daw, Eat a Man's Heart, Friend! . 

Four. Ay, ay, a Man's Heart, Sir; it makes ablo- 
lutely the beſt Ragouſt in the world; I have eaten forty 
of 'em in my time, without Bread. 

Sir Daw. O Lord! a Man's Heart! my humble Ser | 
vice to you both, Gentlemen, | - 

Blood. Why, your Agerine Pyrates es eat nothing elſe 
at Sea ; they have them always. potted up like Veni- 
ſon:: your well-grown Dutchman's Heart makes an ex- 
cellent Diſh with Oil and Pepper. 

Sir Dav. O Lord, O Lord! Friend, F riend, a word 
with you. How much muſt you and your Companion 
have, to do this Buſineſs? _ | | 

Four. W hat, and bring the Heart . to your ee ? 

Sir Daw. No, no, keeping the Heart for your own eat- 
"ing. Pl be rid of em as n as N I can [ 4fe. 

Four, 
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Four. You fay, Sir, he's a Gentleman! — 
Sir Dav. Ay, ſuch a ſort of Gentlemen as are about 
the Town: the Fellow has a pretty handſome GM; 5 
but I believe little or no Money in his Pockets. 
Hour. Therefore we are like to have the honour to 
receive the more from your Worſhip's Bounty. 

Blood. For my part, I care for no Man's Boakty': ad > 
expect to have my Bargain pon d, ww ri make 
as good a one as I can. A* 

Sir Daw. Look you, Friend, don tyeu be a angry, Friend, 
don't be angry, Friend, before you have occaſion: you 
ſay you'd have let's ſee how much you will have 

now—[ warrant the Devil and all by your good Will. 

Four. Truly, Sir David, if, as you ſay, the Man | 
muſt be well murder'd, without any Remorſe for Mer- 
cy; betwixt Turk _ Eh 'tis man rar two. 
hundred Pounds. | en 

Sir Da. Two hundred Pounds! why, n have a 
Phyſician ſhall kill a whole Family for half the — 

Blood. Damme, Sir, how do you mean? + 

Sir Daw. Damme, Sir, how do : mean ! Damme, 

Sir, not to part with my Money. 

Blood. Not part, Brother! 

Four. Brother, the Weight i 15 improveable, and this 
muſt be borne withal. 

Blod. Have I for this diflolv'd Circean . 3 

broke Iron Durance, whilſt from theſe firm Legs the 
well fil d uſeleſs Fetters dropp d, and left me Male of 
my native Freedom? 

Sir Dav. What does he mean now ? 

Four. Truly, Sir, I am ſorry to ſee it, with oY my 
heart; tis a Piſtraction that frequently ſeizes him, tho' 
Tam ſorry it ſhould happen fo unluckily at this time. 

Sir Dav. Diſtracted, ſay vou! is 5 he ſo. apt to be 
diſtracted! - 


D 3 | Four, 
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| Four. Oh 1 Sir, raging mad : we that live by Mur- 
der are all ſo; Guilt will never let us fleep. I beſeech 
Nou, Sir, ſtand clear of him, AIRS Th eee 


chievous at theſe unfortunate Hours. 


Blood. Have I been drunk with er Infant's Blood, 


4 and ripp'd up teeming Wombs ? Have theſe bold Hands 
ranſack'd the Temples of the Gods, and ſtab'd the 
Prieſts before their Altars? Have I done this? Hah! 


Sir Dav. No, Sir, not that I know, Sir, I would not 
Jay any ſuch thing for all the World, Sir : worthy Gen- 


tleman, I beſeech you, Sir, you ſeem to be a civil Perſon, 
I beſeech you, Sir, to mitigate his Paſſion, I'11 do any 


thing in the World; * ſhall command my whole 


Eſtate. 


Faur. Nay, aſter all Sir, if you have not a-mind to 
have him quite murder'd, if a ſwinging Drubbing to be- 
drib him, or ſo, will ſerve your Turn, you may ye | 
It at a cheaper Rate a great deal. 

Sir Dav. Truly, Sir, with all my heart; for. me- 


* now I conſider Matters better, I would not, by 


any. means, be guilty of another Man's Blood. 

Four. Why, then let me conſider —— to have him 
beaten ſubſtantially, a Beating that will ſtick by him, 
will coſt you half the Money. 

Sir Dav. What! one hundred Pounds! Sure the De- 


vil's in you, or you would not be ſo unconſcionable. 


Blood. The Devil! where? where's the Devil? ſhew 


me; I'll tell thee, Beelzebub, thou haſt broke thy Co- 
venant; didſt not thou promiſe me eternal Plenty, when 
_ reſign'd my Soul to thy Allurements ? 


Sir Dav. Ah Lord! | 
Bled. Touch me not yet; I've yet ten thouſand 


1 n to act, before I'm thine: with all thoſe Sins, 


I'll come, with full Damnation, to thy Caverns of end- 


leſs Faw, and how! with thee for ever. 


Sir 


Sir Dav: Bleſs us! what will become of this mortal 
Body of mine? where am I? is this a Houſe? do 1 
live? am I Fleſh and Blood? 

Blood. There, there's the Fiend again! don't iden 
| fo, andgrinat me; if thou muſt needs have Prey, take 


here, take him, this Tempter that would bribe me with 


ſhining Gold, to ſtain my Hands with new Iniquity. 
Sir Da. Stand oft, I charge thee, Satan: whoſoe'er 
thou art, thou haſt no Right nor Claim to me; I'll have 
thee bound in Necromantick Charms. Hark you, 
Friend, has the Gentleman given his Soul to the Devil? 

. Foar. Only pawn'd it a little: that's all. 

Sir Dev. Let-me beſeech you, Sir, to diſpatch, and 
get rid of him as ſoon as you can. I would gladly 
drink a Bottle with you, Sir; but I hate the Devil's 
Company mortally : as for the hundred Pounds, here, 
it is ready; no. more Words, Bll n to neee 

nature and Diſcretion. 

Four. Then, Wretch, take ah * makes thy Pente 
with the infernal King ; he loves Riches, ſacrifice, and 
be - 

Blood. Tis done, I will follow chin: lead on ; nay, if 
thou ſmile, I more defy thee ; F ee, F au, F um. png 

Four. "Tis very odd this. 

Sir Dav. Very odd, indeed; I'm guad he he 8 gone the. 


Foar. Now, Sir, if you pleaſe, we'll refreſh ourſelves 


with a chearful Glaſs, and ſo'Chagut un chez lui 


J would fain make the Gull drunk a. little, to put a. 
little Mettle into him. | Ss 


Sir Daw. With all my heart, Sir; but no more 
Words of the Devil, if you love me. 

Four. The Devil's an Afs, 0 and here's a Health 
to all thoſe that defy the Devil. 

Sir Dav. With all my heart, and all Ki Works too. 


ur. Nay Sir, you muſt do me right, I aſſure you. 


D 4 
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Sir Da v. Not ſo full, not ſo full that's too much of 


all conſcience: in troth, Friend, theſe are ſad -, 


very ſad times. But here's to bu. 
Faur. Pox o the Times, the Times are well enough, | 


ſo long as a Man has Money in his Pocket. 
Sir Dav. Tis true, here I have been diane 


wick you about a Murder, but never conſider that Ido- 
latry is coming in full ſpeed upon nr png Pray 
what Religion are you of, Friend? 

Four. What enn am 1. of, non: i Sir, my hum 
(ile: unt, 22-3730 

Sir Dav. T ruly a wad Cauſcience; is a great dar- 
pineſs, and ſo I'll pledge you, hemph, hemph. Dut | 
ſhan't the Dog be murder'd this Night:? ES 

Four. My Brother. Rogue is gone, by this time, to 


ſet him, and the Buſineſs ſhall be done effeCtually, I'll 


. warrant. you. Here's Reſt to his:Soul.. + 
Sir Dav. With all ny Ay 800 05 hate to he 
e eee 0 22441 | x 


Enter Courtine and Drawer. 
Cour. Look you, it is a very impudent thing, x not to 


be drunk by this time: Shall Rogues ſtay in Taverns, 


to ſip Pints, and be ſober, when honeſt Gentlemen are 
drunk by Gallons ? Ill have none wt. 
Sir Dav. O Lord ! who's there? [Sits up in bis Chair. 
reno: I beſeech your Honour, our Houle will be 
17 * ruin'd by this means. | 
Cour. Damn your Houſe, your Wife, and Children, 
and * vour F 1 on in Sir, who are you? 
r 50 a Sir Day 
Wil you tickle my Fe ook you Rogue? en 
Cour. I'll tickle your Guts, you Poltroon, n 
Sir Daw. Tickle my Guts, you Mad-cap! I'll tickle 
your T oby, if you do. | Cour. 
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Cour. What with that circamcis'd Band? that grave 

hypocritical Beard, of the Reformation- cut! ? hy VO, 

I believe you are a Rogue. MY | 

Sir. Dav. Sirrah, you're EWhote:" an' errant Bitch- 


Whore ; I'll uſe you like a Whore; Pll-kifs you, you 


jade; I'll raviſh you, you Buttock: 1 _ Nr of 
the Peace, Sirrah, and that's worſe. | 
Cour. Damn you, Sir, I care not "it y you were a Con- 
fable and all his Watch: What, ſuch a Rogue as you 
ſend honeſt Fellows to Priſon, and countenance Whores 
in your Juri __ for Bribery, you Mongrel !_ I'll beat 
you, Sirrah, PII _ you; PII murder you, you Moon- 
Calf} 4 *** ' [Throws the Chair after him. 
Sis Dav. sir Sir, Sir, Conſtable, Watch, Stokes, 
Stokes, Stokes, Murder = 
Bot oo ee 95 5 8 75 127 > i £6 7 
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"Hh Well, Sir, . Buſineſs is what a 
gain'd to murder you. 
Beau. Murder'd | who's to be murder'd, ha; Fourbin? 


Sir Fol. You are to be murder d, F riend 4 you ſhall 
be murder'd, Friend. 


Beau. But how am I to be murder d! ? ue to mur- 
ders T heleech your 0 

Four. Your humble Servant, Fourbin; Iam the Men, 
with your Worſhip' s leave: Sir David has given. me 
this Gold to do it handſomly: 4 
N Hal uncharitable Cur! 7 what, myder, 

an honeſt Fellow for being civil to his Family] Whit 

can this mean, Gentlemen? | 

Sir Jol. No, tis for not being civil to his Family, that i tit 
means, Gent. therefore are you to be murder'd to- night, 
and earns a-bed with my Lady, you Fack Straw you. 


Wy Beau · 
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Beau. I underſtand you, Friends; the old Gentleman has 
deſign d to have me butcher'd, and you have kindly con- 
triv'd it to turn it to my advantage in the Affair of Love. 


4 1 am to be murder'd but as it were, Gentlemen, hah! 


Hur. Your Honour has a piercing Judgment. ur, 


; Omis Courtine's gone. 


Beau. No matter, let 5 go: be hes a Deſign to put 
in practice this Night too, and would perhaps but ſpoil 


durs. But when, Sir Fol, is this Buſineſs to be brought 


about? 
Sir Jol. Preſently, tis more than time were done 
already; go, get you gone, I ſay; hold, hold, let's ſee 


Four left Ear firſt, hum—ha—you are a Rogue, y are a 
| ka - Shcbroazan Wen go. [Excunt. 


x Be 
— — — 
— 
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SCENE un ts Covent-Garden Pikes, 


© Enter Sylvia and her Maid in the Balcony, 


. Jy UT why, Madam, will you uſe him i in- 

humanly ? I am confident he loves you. 
y;. Ohl a true Lover is to be found out like a true 

Saint, by the trial of his Patience. Have you the Cords 


| ready ? 


Maid. Here * are, Madam. | 
- Sybv. Let em down, and be ſure when it comes to 


rial, to pull luſtily. Is Vill the Footman ready? 


Will. At your Ladyſhip's Command, Madam. 
Syty. I wonder he ſhould 2 ſo men the n has 


A Tyrdlre, 


Exter 


LAG 4405 
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ik br Sur Qvontine. eh; 
7. lock up 5 . her n 
aud gi ue ber Mey to me, to ne; 
To lock up her Cat in her Cupboard, 
And give her Key to-me.. 


Hl. This muſt be he: Ay, "tis * and, 110 2 
Virgin, roaring drunk; but if I find not a way to make 
him ſober ———— 

Cour. Here, here's 7 Window: : Ay, that' 5 Hell- 
door, and my Damnation's in the inſide. Sylvia, Sy. 
via, Sylvia; dear Imp of Satan, appear to thy Servant. 

| 91e. Who calls on Sylvia in this dead of Night, when 
Reſt is wanting to her longing Eyes? 

Cour. Tis a poor Wretch can hardly ſtand upright, 

drunk with thy Loves, and if he falls he lies. 

Sylw. Caurtine, is it you? 
Cour. Yes, Sweetheart, tis I; art thou ready for me? 
2 Faſten your ſelf to that Cord there; there it is. 


Cour. Cord! where? Oh, oh, * here: ſo now 
to Heav'n in a String. 


Sylu. Have you done? 

Cour. Ves, 1 have done, Child, and would fain be 
doing too, Huſſy. | 
S. Then pull auay, hoa *. boa LY hoa 1 up : So, 
avaſt there, Sir. wel A ann. os bo t 

Cour. Madam. DN „%% 


 $5tv. Are you very much in love, Si? 

Cour. Oh, damnably, Child, damnably. 

Szlv. I'm * fort with all oe Genres Coun night, 
Captain. 

_ Cour.) Ha, as ha Je i in 3 Paradife, 
berween Heay'n and Hell? If the Conſtable ſhould take 
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me now for a ſtraggling Monkey hung by the Loins, 
and hunt me with his Cry. of Watchmen l Ah, Woman, 
Woman, Woman Walls. merry woe and a ſhort, 


that's all.. ) #38. & 0 1 PE 74k a 
Sings. Serben dan ee noble King, 


Our Lives and ee alle 


I am mighty loyal to-night. | 
| Eater F dardin in ane Bloody-Bones, FE ga Sir Davy 


- Dunce's Houſe. 


Four. Maes Marder, Murder ! Help,Help,Marder ! 
Cour. Nay, if there be Murder ſtirring, *tis high time 
to ſhift for my felf. * [Climbs up #% the Balcony. 
Sytv. [Sgueaking J A, h, h, h, h! | 
Blood. Yonder, y yonder he comes; Murder, Murder, 
| under. . Ex. Blood. aud Fourbin. 


Euer Sir Davy Dune. ' in As. 
Sir Daw. Tis very late; but Murder is a Sue 
duſinels, and Night is fit fort. Pl 8⁰ n * 
Ferm. Who's there? * 0 
Sir Dav. Who's there? oper the Deer e Whelp 


of Babylon. 


Verm. Oh Sir! y'are welcome home, bur 2255 is the 
ſaddeſt News here has been Murder committed, Sir. 

Sir Dav. Hold your tongue, you Fool, and go to 
fleep ; get you in, do you hear; you talk of Murder, you 
Rogue? you meddle with State-Aﬀairs ? Get you in. 


The Scene opens in the middle of the Houſe, N difeowers 
Sir Jolly Jumble, and the Lady putting Gagan Be Beau- 
gard in order as if he were. Hee rants; 


Sir Fol. Lie ſtill, lie ſtill, you Kon, cloſe, cloſe 
when 1 bid you: mou aun beſt uu m_— the Sport, 


= 
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Beau. But pray how long muſt I he thus? 

= 7 _ 7 = warrant ee en thy time mighty 

Bean. "hp at . « can | coanterei Death 
when you are near him: 

Sir Jol. You ſhall, Sirrah, if a boa Jefres you a 
little, ſo you ſhall ; we ſhall ſpoil all elſe, all will be 
ſpoil'd elſe, Man, if you do not: ſtretch out longer, 
longer yet, as long as ever you can. So, fo, hold your 
Breath, hold your Breath; very well. 


E nter Maid. 


_ Maid. Madam, here comes Sir David. 
Sr Fol. Odds ſo, now cloſe again, as I told you, 
cloſe you Devil; now ſtir if you dare; ſtir but any 
part about you if you dare now; odd Fl hit you ſuch 
A 15 if you do; lie ſtill, lie you fill. 


Euter Sir Davy Dunce. 


Sir Daw. My mn how i: do thou de. my Dear.? 21 
am come. 

L. Dunce. Ah, Sir! * ist 7 * ve Ione? Y've 
ruin'd me, your Family, your Fortune, all is ruin 'd; 
where ſhall we go, or whither ſhall we fly ? 

Sir Dav. Where ſhall we gol! why, we 'Il go to bed, 
you little Jackadandy : why, you are not a Wench, 
you Rogue, you are a Boy, a very Boy, and I love 
you the better. far't: Sirrah, hey 

L. Dunce. Ab! Sir, ſee there! 

Sir Dav. Bleſs us! a Man, and urn; what, up- 

. on my Hall- Table! 

L. Dunce. Two Ruffians 8 bim in Juſt now, 
pronouncing this inhuman Deed was done by your 
Command: Sir "Folly came in the ſame minute, or ſure 
Thad dy d with my diſtracting F. PH, Hens could you 
think on a Revenge ſo brad oy a: oh 
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Sir Dav. As I hope to be-ſav'd, Neighbour, Iunly 
 bargain'd with em to baſtinado him in a way, or ſo, as 
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one Friend might do to nnn 3 but do * * chat he 
as dead ? 5 


Sir Fol. Ded, dead as Clay 3 Rark-RiG and oe 


all, nothing about him ſtirring, but all's cold and Rill ; I 


knew him a luſty Fellow once, a very mettled Fellow ; 


*tis a thouſand pities. 

Sir Dav. What ſhall I do? I'll throw myſelf upon 
him, kiſs his wide Wounds, — till blind as aBuz- 
zard. 

L. Dunce. Oh, come not near him, there's ſuch hor- 
rid Antipathy follows all Murders, his Wounds would 
ſtream afreſh ſhould you but touch him. 

Sir Dav. Dear Neighbour, deareſt Neighbour, Friend, 


Sir Folly, as you love Charity, pity. my wretched Caſe, 
and give me Counſel; II give my Wife and all my 
Eſtate to have him live again; or ſhall I bury _ in 


the Arbour at the upper end of the Garden? 

Sir Jol. Alas-a-day, Neighbour, never think: on't, 
never think on't; the Dogs will ind him there, as they 
fcrape Holes to bury Bones in; there is but one wy 
that I know of. 

Sir Dav. What is it, dear Neighbour, whne is it? 
You ſee I am upon RY RUN RY eee 
eaſe me of my Fears. 

Sir Jol. Troy the beſt bing thas I wind of, is 
putting of him to Bed, putting him into à warm Bed, 


and try to fetch him to Life again, a warm Bed is the 


beſt thing in the World; my Lady may do much too, 


he's a good Woman, and I've eien vol deen a 


green Wound well. 
Sir Dav. My Dear, my Den my Pear! 
L. Dunce. Bear me away, oh ſend me hence afar 


* where my unhappy” Name may be a Stranger; and 
| ibis 
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this fad Accident no more remember d to * diſho- 
nour. 
Sir Dav. Ay, but my Love ! my Joy ! are there no 
Bowels in thee? _ 
L. Dunce. What would you have me e do? 
Sir Dav.Prithee do as much as try thy Skill there may 
be one Dram of Life left in him yet; take him up to thy 
Chamber, put him into thy own Bed, and try what thou 
canſt do with him; prithee do: If thou canſt but find Mo- 
tion in him, all may be well yet, I'll go up to my Cloſet 
in the Garret, and ſay my Prayers in the mean while. 
L. Dunce. Will he then leave this Ruin on my hands? 
Sir Daw. Pray, pray, my Dear; I beſeech youNeigh- | 
bour, help to perſuade her if it be poſſible. | 
Sir Fol. Faith, Madam, do, try what you can do. 1 
have a great fancy you way do him good; who can tell 
but you may have the Gift of Stroking ? pray, Madam, 
be perſuaded. _ 
L. Dunce. I'll do whate er's your Pleaſure. Tr 
Sir Dav. That's my beſt Dear: I'II go to my Cloſet | 
and pray for thee heartily. Alas, alas, that ever this 
mould happen : [Exit. 
Beau. So, is he gone, A my ane F, ah | 
Sir Fol. What no Thanks, no Reward for old Fall 
now ? Come hither Huſſy, you little Canary-Bird, you 
lietle Hopo' my-thumb, come hither: make me a Curt'ſy, 
and give me a Kiſs now, hah ! give me a Kiſs I ſay, odd 
I Will have a Kiſs, fo I will, I will have à Kiſs if I ſet 
on't; ſhoogh, ſhoogh, get you into a Corner when! 
bid you, ſhoogh, ſhoogh, ſhoogh, what there already 5 
[She goes to Beaugard.] Well, I ha” done; chis tis to be 
an old Fellow now. 
Beau. And will you ſave theLiſ of him y'ave wounded? 
L. Dunce. Dare you truſt your ſelf to my Skill for a 
Cure? [Sir David appears at a Window above. 
| & = ET, Sip 
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and cannot; if he be quite dead, I ſhall never pray a- 


done, if you don't pray: get you to Prayers, whatever 


bowing and fooling, it but loſes time; I'll only bolt 
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Sir Fol. Hiſt ! hiſt ! Cloſe, cloſe, I fay again, von- 
der s Sir Davy, odds ſo! | 
Sir Dav. My Dear! my Dear! my Dear! 
L. Dunce. Who's that calls? my Love, is't you! > 
Sir Dav. Ay, ſome Comfort, or my Heart's broke ! 
Is there any Hopes yet? Tue try'd to ſay my Prayers, 


in; Neighbour, no hopes? 
Sir Fol. Truly little or none, ſome ſmall Pulſe I 
Janek there i is left, very little; there is nothing to be 


you do, get you 1704 ny, cy ſtay now; Hut the 
Window, tell you. 
Sir Dav. Well, Wir is + Trouble to me; but good. 
night. 
Sir Jol. Good nigbt to you, dear Neighbour: get 
. ye up, get ye up, and be gone into the next Room 
preſently, make haſte: [To Beaugard and Lady Dunce.] 
but don't fteal away till I come to you, be ſure you re- 
member, don't you ſtir till Ecome ;- piſh, none of this 


the Door that belongs to Sir David's Lodgings, that 
he may be- ſafe, and be with you in a Twinkle: 


Ah, h, h, h! So now for the Door; very well, Friend, = 
2308 are faſt. . 55 heh — the wy. t 
| a sings. | FR” oY 
| Bonny * gan thoo. vert mine, . ; 

And twonty thooſand. Pounds about thee. 1 
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ACTY. S EN E I. 


Courtine bound on a Couch in Sylvia's Chamber. 
Cour. Wes . > EVH Ol heyho! ha! Where 


Night? Something leaning that 
F way. But where the Devil am I? 
” Sincerely i in a Baudy-houſe: fogh! 


| wha a Smell of Sin i is here! Let me look about; 


if there be ever a Geneva Bible or a Practice Piety in 
the Room, I am ſure I have gueſs'd right. What's the 
Matter now? ty'd faſt! bound too! 1 have lighted into 
the Territories of ſome merrily-diſpos'd Chamber - Maid 
or other; and ſhe in a witty Fit, forſooth, hath truſs'd 
me up thus. Has ſhe pinn'd no Rags to my Tail, or 
chalk'd me upon the Back now? Would I had. her 
Miſtreſs here at a Venture. 

Sylv. What would you do with her, my. | ended: 


Knight, if you had her? You are too ſober for her by 


this time > next time you get drunk, you may perhaps 
venture to ſcale her nde ard a valiant * n as 
you are. | 

Cour. Haſt thou Gov this; my bins DeftruQtion? And 
am I in thy Limbo? I muſt confeſs when I am in my 
Beer, my Courage does run away with me-now and 
then: but let me looſe, and thou ſhalt ſee what a gentle 


humble Animal thou haſt made me. Fy upon't, what 


tie me up like an ungovernable Cur to the Frame of a 


Table! let, let thy poor Dog looſe, that he may fan 
and make much of thee a little. 
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Hlu. What, with thoſe Paws which you have been 


ferreting Moor-Fields withal, and are very dirty till; 
' after you have been daggling your ſelf abroad for Prey, 
and can meet with none, you come FRETS hither for 


a Cruſt, do you? 

Maid. Shall I fetch the Whip and the Bell, Madam, 
and ſlaſh him for his Roguery ſoundly? 
Cour. Indeed, indeed! Do you long to be ferking 


of Man's Fleſh, Madam Flea-trap? Does the Chaplain 
of the Family uſe you to the Exerciſe, that . are ſo 
ready for it? 


Sytv. If you mould be let looſe, and taken i into Fa- 
vour now, you would be for. rambling again ſo ow. as 


vou had got your Liberty. 
Cour. Do but try me, and if ever I prove recreantmore, 
let me be beaten and us'd like a Dog in good earneſt. 


Sylv. Promiſe to grant. me * one dene 25 it 
ſhall be done. 

Cour. Hear 2 me but farenr, TS 

* That any body may do tenchenhand . 

Cour. Upon the Word of a nn ns as [ hope 
to get Money in my Pocket. 

Syl v. There I believe him, Caſs ; you'l keep your 


19 Word you ſay? 
Cour. If I don't, bang me up in that Wench's old 


Garter. 

Sylv. See, Sir, you have your F reedom. _ 
Cour. Well, now name the Price; what muſt I pay for't? 

Sv. You know, Sir, conſidering our ſmall Acquain- 
tance, you have been P to talk to me very freely 
of Love- matters. 

Cour. I muſt confeſs I have been . to blame 
that way; but if ever thou heareſt more of it from my 


Mouth after this Night's nnn 1 were 


Sl. 


well out t of this Houſe. 
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Sylv. Have a care of ſwearing, I beſeech you; for 
you muſt underſtand, that ſpite of my teeth, I am at 
laſt fallen in love moſt unmercifully. 1 

Cour. And doſt thou i imagine I am ſo hard-hearted a 
Villain as to have no Compaſſion of thee ? 


Sy{w1. No, no, for I hope he's a Man you * have n no 


Exceptions againſt. 


Cour. Ves, yes, the Man i is a Man, Tu 3 you, 
that's one Comfort. 


Syfv. Who do you think i it may be now ? ? try if you 
can gueſs him. 

Cour. Whoever hei is, he's an 3 Fellow Ply war- 
rant him, and I believe will not think himſelf very un- 
happy neither. 

_ $34. If a Fortune of 5000 Pounds, pleaſant Nights, 
and quiet Days can make him happy, I aſſure you he 
may be ſo; but try once to gueſs at him, 

Cour. But if I ſhould be miſtaken. 

Sylkv. Why who is it you would wiſh me to? 

Cour. You have 5000 Pounds you. ay. Se 

Hv. Yes. 

Cour. Faith, Child, to deal n 1 know well 
enough whq tis I with for; but Sweet-heart, before I 
tell you my Inclinations, it were but reaſongble that J 
knew yours. 

Sy/v. Well, Sir, becauſe I am confident you will ftand 
my Friend in the Buſineſs, I'll make a Diſcovery; and to 
hold you in ſuſpence no longer, you muſt know I have 
a Month's-mind for an Arm- full of your dearly beloved 
Friend and Brother Captain; what ſay you to't ? 

Cour, Madam your humble Servant, good b'w'y, 
that's all. | 
 S$zkv. What thus eruelly leave a Lady that ſo kindly 
took you in, in your laſt Night's pickle, into her Lodg- 
ing? whither would you rove now, my Wanderer ? 


Cour. 
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- truſting me with your Paſſion, that I cannot ſtay here 
without telling you, that J am three times as much in 
love with an Acquaintance of yours, as you can be with 


Child, they call her my Lady Dance, and 1 think this 
is her Houſe too; they ſay ſhe will be civil upon a good 
Occaſion, therefore prithee be charitable, and ſhew the 
way to her Chamber a little. 

What, hazard your Soul? 


all; look you, you know the Secret, and may imagine 


bew me the Way, or you, Hufly, you ſhall do't ; 3 any 
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Cour. Shawt go, Lady? 


once you had got your Liberty, that ou would be 
| rambling again? 


to tie up a poor Jade to an empty Rack in thy Stable, 


when he knows where to 8⁰ e e and nb Pro- 


turn, ſo you have it but cheap, or at another Man's | 
Charges. 


| Core. Faith, Madam, you have dealt fo gallantly i: 


wy Friend of mine. 
Sytv. Not with my Wang Wig, 1 hope, Sir. 
Cour. No, but it is with a certain Kinſwoman of thine, 


Sw. What commit Adultery, Captain 4 fe een t! 
Cour. No, no, only venture my Body a little, chats 
my Deſires, thereſore as you would have me aſſiſt your 
Inclinations, pray be civil and help me to mine: look 


you, no demurring upon the Matter, no qualm, but 


Baud will ſerve at preſent, for I will 80. 
Sv. But you ſhan't go, Sir. 


- Sy{v. No, ſhan't go, Sir; did I not tell you when 


Cour. Why, Child, wouldſt thou be ſo charitable 


vender enough? | 
Su. Any muſty Provender, I find, will ſerve your 


Cour. No, Child, I had rather my Ox ſhould graze 
in a Field of my own, than live hide-bound upon the 
Common, or run the hazard of being pounded every 
Day for Treipaſles. Sl. 


7 


Sly. Truly, all things conſider'd, tis a great pity 


ſo good a * As You ſhould want a Farm to 


| cultivate. | 
Cour. Wouldſt hen be but Sk _ let me ave 


a Bargain in a Tenement of thine, to try how it would 


agree with me? 


 Sylv. And would you be contented to take a Le for 
your Life? 


Cour. A pretty Lady of the Manor, and a moderat 
Rent. 

Sy. Which you'll be ſure to pay very pun®tually ? 

Cour: If thou doubteſt my Honeſty, faith een take a 
little Earneſt before-hand. 

Sl. Not ſo haſty neither, good Tenant ; Imtrimil, 
You ſhall oblige yourſelf to a conſtant Reſidence, and 
not be leaving the Houle uninhabited, left it run to Re- 
pairs. 


Cour. Agreed. 


Sl. Item, For your own ſake you mall promiſe to 


keep the Eſtate well fenꝰ d and inclos d, leſt ſome time 


or other your Neighbour's Cattle break in and ſpoil the 


Crop on the Ground, Friend. 
Cour. Very juſt and reaſonable, provided I don't find 
| it lie too much too common already. 
WH S;/v. Item, You ſhall enter into trift Covenant not 
to take any other Farm upon your hands without my 
Conſent and Approbation; or if you do, that then it 


„hall be lawful for me to get me another Tenant, how 
: and where I think fit. 


Cour. Faith, that's ſomething hard tho . let me tell 


you but that, Landlady. 
Sy. Upon theſe Terms, we'll draw Articles. 
Cour. And when ſhall we ſign em? 


Sy. Why, this Morning, as ſoon as the ten a-clock. 
Office in N ert is 4 
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Cour. A Bargain; but how will you anſwer your 
Entertainment of a drunken Red-coat in your Lodg- 

ings, at theſe unſeaſonable Hours? 
| "Sylv.\ That's à Secret you will be hereafter oblig'd to 
keep for your own: ſake; and for the Family, your 
Friend Beaugard ſhall anſwer for us there. 


Cour. Indeed I fancy'd the Rogue had Miſchief in 


his Head, he behav'd himſelf fo. ſoberly laſt he; ; 
has he taken a Farm lately too? _ 

Sylv. A Treſpaſſer, I believe, if the Truth were 
known, upon the Provender vou would fain have en 
—_ at juſt now. 


Enter Maid. 


Maid Madam, Madam, have a care of yourſelf; I 
ſee Lights in the great Hall; whatever is the matter, 
Sir Davy and all the Family are up. 

Cour. I hope they will come, and catch me here: 


well, now you have brought me into this Candition, | 


what will you do with me, hah! _ 

Sylv. You won't be contented, for a while to be ty'd 
up, like a Jade, to an empty Rack without Hay, will you? 

Cour. Faith e'en take me, and put thy Mark upon 
me quickly, that if I ight in ſtrange Hands, they may 
know me for a Sheep of thine. 

Sy/v. What, by your wanting a Fleece do you mean? 
If it muſt be ſo, come follow your Shepherd, Baaa. 23 


Enter Sir Davy Dunce, and Vermin. 


Sir Dav. I cannot ſleep, I ſhall not ſleep again; T have 
prayed too ſo long, that, were Ito be hang d preſently, I 
have never a Prayer left to help myſelf: I was no ſooner 
laid upon the Bed juſt now, and fall'n into a Slumber, 


but methought the Devil was carrying me down Lud 
* gete-hilla gallop, ſix puny Fiends, with flaming Fire- 
W orks running before him like Link-boys, to throw me 


head- 
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head-long into Fleet Ditch, which ſeemed to be turn'd 


into a Lake of Fire and n. Would it were: 


Morning. 
Verm Truly, Sir, it 10 bo a very diſmal Night. 


Sir Dau. But didit thou meet never a white thing 
n the Stairs? 


verm. No, Sir, not I; but EI AAS I faw our. 


great Dog Teurer, with his great Collar on, ſtand at 
the Cellar-Door, as I came along the old Entry. 

Sir Daw. It could never be, Touzer has a Chain ; 
had this thing a Chain on? 

Verm. No, Sir, no Chain; but it had SLA 5 Er 
for all the world. _ 

Sir Dav. What, ugly great frightful Eyes? 

Verm, Ay, ay, huge ſaucer Eye but mightily like 
Touzer's. 

Sir Dav. Oh Lord! oh Lord ! Hark! hark ! 

Verm. What! what, I beſeech you, Sir? | 

Sir Dau. What's that upon the Stairs? Didſt thou 
hear nothing? Hiſt, hark, pat, pat, pat, hark, heu! 

Verm. Hear nothing! Where, . 

Sir Daw. Look! look! what's that? what's chat in 
the Corner there ? 

Verm. Where? 

Sir Dav. There. 

 Verm. What, upon the Iron Cheſt ? 


Sir Daw. No, the long black ching up by the old Clock - 


Caſe. See! ſee! Now it ftirs, and is coming this way. 
Verm. Alas! Sir, ſpeak to it, you are a Juſtice o“ 

Peace; I beſeech you; I dare not ſtay in the Houſe: 

Tl call in the Watch, and tell em Hell's broke looſe 3 


what ſhall I do? Oh! [Exit. 


Sir Dav. Oh Yermin ! if thou art a true Servant; have 
pity on thy Maſter, and do not forfake me in this diſ- 


irefs'd Condition. Satan be gone, I defy thee, II repent 
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and be ſaved, I'll ſay my Prayers, I'll go to Church; 
Help! help! help! Was there any thing, or no? In 
what Hole ſhall I hide my ſelf? x [Exit. 


Enter Sir Jolly Jumble, Fourbin, and Bloody-Bones: 
Sir Jol. That ſhould be Sir Dawy's Voice; the Wait- 
ing-woman indeed told me, he was afraid and could not 
ſleep? pretty Fellows, pretty Fellows both, you've done 
your Buſineſs handſomely ; what, Il warrant you have 


- been a whoring together now ; ha! You do well, you do 


well, I like you the better for't : what's a Clock? 
Four. Near four, Sir; "twill not be Day ye, theſe two 
Hour s. 
Sir Jol. Very well, but how got you into the Houſe ? 
Four.. A ragged Retainer of the Family, Vermin 1 
think they call him, let us in as Phyſicians ſent for by 


your Order. 
. Excellent Rogues ! and then hope al things | 


are ready, as I gave Directions? 

* Four. To a Tittle, Sir; there ſhall not be a more 
critical Obſerver of your Worſhip's Pleaſure than Your 
humble Servant the Chevalier Fourbin. © 

Sir Fol. Get you gone you Rogue, you have a ſharp 
Noſe, and are a nimble Fellow ; I have no more to ſay 
to you, ſtand aſide, and be ready when . call : | here he 
comes ; hiſt, hem, hem, hem. ; | 


| Enter Sir Davy Dunce.. . =D 
Sir Dav. Hah! what art thou? 8 thou like 
the rugged Bankfide Bear, the Eaft- Cheap Bull, or Mon- 


ſter ſhewn in Fair, take. any ſhape but that, and I'll 


confront thee. 
Sir Fol. Alas —_ Man! I am 1 * N 
Sir Daw. Thou canſt not be my Friend, for I defy thee. 
Sir Felly ! Neighbour! hab! is it you? Are you ſure 
it is you? Are you your ſelf ? If you be, give me your 
hand. Alas. a- day, I ha ſeen che Pil. Sir 


4 
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Sir 70l. The Devil, Neighbour ! 


Sir Dav. Ay, ay, there's no Help fort; at firſt, t fan- 
it was a young white Bear's Cub dancing in the 


Shadow of my Candle; then it was turn'd 10 Pair of 


blue Breeches with wooden Legs on, ſtampt about the 
Room, as if all the Cripples in Ton had kept their 
| Rendezvous there ; when, all of a ſudden, it Hop 


like a Leathern Serpent, and, with a dreadful 1 of 
Thunder, flew out of the Window. _ 


Sir Jol. Thunder! Why, I heard no Thunder. 

Sir Dav. That may be too; what, were you aſleep? 

Sir Jol. Aſleep, quotha'! No, no; no- ſleeping this 
Night fer me, T affure you. 


Sir Dav. Well, what is 10 bel News chen k. How 
does the Mann | 13 


Sir Fol. Een as he aid befor he was bon | nothing 
at all; he's dead. 

Sir Daw. Dead! what, quits dead? ee "77 

Sir Fol. As good as dead, if not cal ee A 
horrid: — and then the Terror of - — 
Neighbour. 

Sir Dav. And truly, I have a very terrify'd. one, Friend; 
tho I never found I had any Conſcience at all till now. 
Pray, where · about was his Death's Wound? 

Sir Fol. Juſt here, Juſt under his left Pap, a a dreadful Geh. 

Sir Daw. So very wide? 

Sir Fol. Oh, as wide as iy lat: you might hav ſeen 
his Lungs, Liver, and Heart, as xs perſeAly. as If you had 
been in his Belly. 


Sir Dav. Is there no Way to have him Nd bu- 


yd, and conceal this Murder? Muſt T needs be ha ng'd 
by the Neck, like a Dag. bow era bf Do I look as if 
I would be hang d? 


Sir Fal. Truly, Sir Daay, 1 muſt deal faithfully with 
you, you do look à little ſuſpiciouſly at fe! ; . 
have Fu ſeen the Devil, * vou? 5 


4 


Sir 


The n Fokrunr . g 97. 


OS) 4 


Ps = N ao 
7 y ET RD 
o 
. | 
; 


5 The Sor.D1ERs en 5 


Py ' 


; vantur Wee & cujus miſericordia. 


— „ . „ wet co, 
— 1 ＋ — 


8 3 
5 36 


„F — LIP 
r Has rs 


J d el ng ry 


o 


*. 


Sir Dav. Ay, ſurely it was the Devil; nothing elſe 
could have frighted me fo, 
5 Fol, Bleſs us, and guard us, all the Angels! what's 


"of Div, Poteſtati „„ cujus benevolentia fer- 


[ Kineels, holding up bis ond. and 

| mut ring as if he pray'd.... | 
Sir Neighbour, where are you ? Frierd Sir Daw;— 
Sir Da. Ah, whatever you do, be ſure to. Rand clo! e 


by me. Where, where is it? | 
Sir Jol. Juſt, juſt there, in the Shape o of a Coach and 9 
4x Horſes againſt the Wall. 

Sir Daw. Deliver us all! he won't carry n me away in Ml 
that Coach and fix, will ne? 8 0 


Sir Jol. Do you ſee it? | | 
Sir Daw. See it! plain, plain: Dear Friend, adviſe Li 
me what I ſhall do: Sir Folly, Sir Fo/ly, do you hear | : 


[2 nothing ? Sir ſees hah ! has he left MoQglone? tir' 


JV. ermin. A Wal 
Vern. Sir. TY but 
Sir Dav, Am I alive? Doſt * 1 me nol Isx 
Am I thy gzozdam Maſter Sir Davy Dunce? the 
Verm. I hope, I ſhall never forget you, Sir. F 
Sir Dav. Didſt thou ſee nothing? | the 
Perm. Yes, Sir; methought the Houle was all 0 fire, me 
Fire, as it were: it w 
Sir Dav. Bida thou not ſee — the Deaths. grinn'd W was 
and gnaſh'd their Teeth at me, Vernin _ W foun 


Vierm. Alas, Sir, I was afraid one of em SY have s waſt 
bit off my Noſe, as he vaniſfid out of the Door. 

Sir Dav. Lead me away, Tl go to my Wife, I'II die 
by my own dear Wife; run away to the Temple, and call 
\ Counſellor — my Lawyer, I'll make over my Eſtate pre 
ſently, I ſha'wt live till Noon; III. give all T have | to 
my Wife. Hah, , 


Vern 
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Ferm. Truly, Sir, ſhe's a very good Lady, | 

Sir Dav. Ah! much, much too good for me, Permin® 5 
thou canſt not imagine what ſhe has done for me, Man; 
| ſhe would break her Heart, if I ſhould give any Thing 
away from her, ſhe loves me ſo dearly. Yet, if I do' 
die, thou ſhalt have all my old Shoes, 


Verm, I hope to ſee Gs re many a 2907 Day yet 
tho'. 


Sir Dav. Ah my Wife, my Poor Wife! lead me to 
my poor Wife, 1 


DAG of A , 45 * 


SCENE draws, FP diſcovers Sir Jolly Jumble, 


Capt. , and Lady Dunce i in her Chamber, 
L.Dunce.N H AT think you now of a cold wet 
: March over the Mountains, your Men 

tir d, your Baggage not come up, but at Night a dirty 
watry Plain to encamp upon, and nothing to ſhelter you 
but an old Leaguem Cloak, as tatter'd as your Colours 
Is not this much better now than lying wet, and getting 
the Sciatica ? 

Beau. The Hopes of this made all this eaſy to me 
the Thoughts of Clarinda have a thouſand times refreſh'd 
me in my Solitude ;_whene'er I march'd, I fancy'd ſlill 
it was to my Clarinda; when J fought, I imagin'd it 
was for my Clarinaa but when I came home, and 
found Clarinda loſt ! - How could you think of 


foul-feeding Monfter, this rotten T runk of a Man, * 
lays Claim to you? f 


L. Dunce, The Perſuaſion of F mende and as auh 
* of Farann. 
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Bean. And had you no more Grace, than to be rupd 
by a Father and Mother ? 
L. Dunce. When you were gone, that ſhould have 


given me better Counſel, how could T help myſelf ? 


Beau. Methinks, then, you might have found out 


we thrown away yourſelf up- 


mity. 


L. Dunce, What, upon ſome overgrown full- ed n 


Fool, with .a Horſe- Face, a great ugly Head, and a 
great fine Eſtate? One that ſhould have been drein'd 
and ſqueezd, and jolted up and down the Town in Hack- 
nies with Cheats and Hectors, and ſo ſent home at Three 
o'Clock every Morning, like a lolling Booby, ſinking, 
with a Belly fall of ſtumm d Wine, and nothing in's 
Pockets. 
Beau. Vou ide have made a tractab'e Beaſt of 


95 a-one, he would have been young enough for train 
. mg 


L. Dunce. Is Vouth then ſo gentle, if Age be ſtubborn? 
wrought by a a fubtle Work- 


eſire once gone that kept em down, they ſoon ftart 
ſtrait. again, and no Signs left which Way they bent be- 
fore. Ci Jolly at the door peeping. 
Sir Jol. 80, ſo; who ſays J ſee an. thing now? I 
ſee nothing, not I ; J don't fee, I don't fee; I don't leok, 
not ad much as look, not I. [ Enters, 


** 


Enter Sir Davy Duns . | 
Sir Dov. I will have my Wife, carry me to my Wike, 


let me go to my Wife, Til live and die with my Wife, 
let the Devil do NEG an, my Wife, my Wife, my 


„ ——_ 


L. Dame. 
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L. Dunce. Alas! alas! we are ruin'd! ſhift for your 
ſelf; counterfeit the dead Corps once more, or any thing. 

Sir Dav. Hah ! whoſoe'er thou art, thou canſt not 
eat me; ſpeak to me, Who has done this? Thou canſt 
not ay I did it. 

Sir Fol, Did it! Did what? Here's nobody fays you 
did any thing that I know, Neighbour ; what's the 
Matter with you? What ails you? Whither do you go? 
Whither do you run? I tell you, here's nobody ſays a 
Word to. yoo...” 

Sir Dav. Did not you ſee the Ghoſt juſt now? 

Sir Fol. Ghoſt! prithee now here's no Ghoſt ; whi- 
ther would you go? I tell you, you ſhall not ftir one 
Foot farther, Man; the Devil take me if you do. Ghoſt! 
prithee, here's no Ghoſt at all; a little Fleſh and Blood 
indeed there is, ſome old, ſome young, ſome alive, 
ſome dead, and ſo forth; but Ghoſt, piſh, here's no 
Ghoſt. | 

Sir Daw. But, Sir, if I f I did ſee a Ghoſt, I did 
ſee a Ghoſt, an you go to that; why, ſure, I know a 
Ghoſt when I ſee one, Ah, my Dear, if thou hadſt but 
ſeen the Devil half ſo often as I have ſeen him. 

L. Dunce. Alas, Sir Davy 1 iff you ever lov'd me, 
come not, Oh come not near me; I have reſolved to 
waſte the ſhort Remainder of my Life in Penitence, and 
taſte of Joys no more. 

Sir Daw. Alas, my poor Child] but do you RE 
then there was no Ghoſt indeed? 

Sir Fol. Ghoſt ! alas a-day, what ſhould a Ghoſt do 
here? 

Sir Daw. And is the Man dead? 

Sir Jol. Dead! ay, ay, Rark dead; he's ſtiff EF this 
time. 

L. Dunce. Here you may fee the horrid ohaſtly Spee- 
tacle, the fad Effects of my too rigid FOG, and your 
$00 fierce Reſentment =omn=—— 85 
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Sir Fol. Do you ſee there? | 
2 Dev. Ay, ay, I do ſees woalt 7 had never ſeen 


bim; wauld he had lain with my Wife in every Houſe 
between ee and Her, lo this had never 


'd. 
Sir Fel. In Troth, and would he had ; hav ee are all 
mortal, Neighbour, mortal; to-day we are here, to- 
morrow. gone, like the Shadow that vaniſheth, like the 
Grafs that withereth, or like the Flewer that fadeth ; 


or indeed, like any thing; or rather n ;nolding : But 

we are all mortal. 

Sir Daw. Heigh! 

L. Dunce. Dewn, down that T . it goes into 
2 Bathing Room; for the reſt, Le it to my Conduct. 

Sir ol. "Tis very unfortunate, that you ſhould run 
yourſelf into this Premunire, Sir Dawid. 

Sir Daw. Indeed, and ſo it is. 

Sir Fol, For a, Gentleman, a Man in ek a 
Perſon in Years, one that uſed. to go to N with his 
Neighbours. _ | 
Sir Dav. Every 1 0 Sir Folh.. 

Sir Fol. Pay Scot and. Lot to the Pariſh. 

Sir Dav. Six Pounds a Year to the very Poor, with- 
out Abatement or DeduCtion : Tis very hard, if ſo good 
a Commonwea!ths-Man ſhould be brought to ride in 2 
Cart at laſt, and be hang'd in a Sun-ſhiny Morning, to 
make Butchers and Suburb ame a "Haliday: II 
© en run away. 

Sir Jol. Run A why then your Eſtate will be 
forfeited ; you'll loſe your Eſtate, Man. 

Sir Dau. Truly, you ſay right, Friend; bas a Man 
had better be half hang'd than loſe his Eftate, you know. 

Sir Fol. Hang d! no, no; I think there's. no great 
| Fear of hanging neither: What, the Fellow was but a 
Fort of an — F Fellen. as, I heard you. fay, 
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Sir Dav. Ay, ay, a pox on him, he was a ſoldierly 
ſort of a Vagabond ; he had. little . or nothing but his 
Sins to live upon: If I could have had but Patience, he 
would have been hang'd within theſe two Months, and 
all this Miſchief ſav d. | 8 


Beau ard 7 like a Gbo at a Tra 
OY [ agard riſe * before hf af " 
Oh Lord! the Devil, the Devil, the Devil! „ 
| Falls on his Face, 
Sir Fol. Why, Sir Davy, Sir Davy, what ails you? 
what's the Matter with you ? 


Sir Dav. Let me alone, let me lie gill; I will not 


look up to ſee an Angel: Ohh. 


L. Dunce. My Dear, why do you theſe cruel things 
to affright me? Pray riſe and ſpeak to me. 

Sir Dav. I dare not ſtir; I ſaw the Ghoſt again juſt now. 

L. Dunce. Ghoſt again! what Ghoſt ? where? . 

Sir Dav. Why there, there ——— - 
Sir Jol. Here has been no Ghoſt. _ _. - 

Sir Dav. Why, did you ſee hs then 2-- 
L. Dunce. See nothing ! no, nothing but one ano» 


Sir Dov. Then I am. inchanted, or my End is m near at 
hand, Neighbour: For Heaven's ſake, Neighbour, ad- 
viſe me what I ſhall do ta be at refs. 


Sir Jet Do! why, what think. you if the Body were 


remoy'd 


Sir. . Remov'd! I'd give a. hundred Pound the 


Body were out of my Houſe ; may be then the Devil 


would not be fo impudent. _ 
Sir Fol. I have diſcovered a Dooer-place in the Wall 


| betwixe my Lady's Chamber and one that belongs to 


me; if you think fit, we'lt beat it down, and remove 
this troubleſome lump of Earth to my Houle. 


Sir Dav. But will you be ſo kind ? 
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Sir Jol. If you think it may by any means be ſervice- 
able to you. 
Sir Dav. Truly, if the Body was remov'd and diſpos d 


of privately, that no more might be heard of the Mat- 


ter — I hope he'll be as good as his Word. [ Ajige. 
Sir Jol. Fear nothing; I'll warrant you; but in troth 


I had utterly forgot one thing, utterly forgot it. 


Sir Dæw. What's that? 


Sir Fol. Why, it will be abſolutely neceſſary that 


your Lady ſtaid with me at my Houſe for one Day, till 
things were better ſettled, 

Sir Dav. Ah, Sir Folh, whatever you think fit any 
thing of mine that you have a mind to; pray take her, 
Pray take her, you ſhall be very welcome. Hear you, 


my deareſt ? there is but one Way for us to get rid of this 
untoward Buſineſs, and Sir Fo/ly has found it out; there- | 


fore by all Means go along wi him, and be rul'd by 
him; and whatever Sir Jolh would have thee dp, een 
do it : ſo Heavn proſper ye, good b'w'y, good b'w'y, 


till I ſee you again *"[Exit. 
Sir 7o# This is certainly the civileſt Cuckold f in City, 
Town, or Country. 
Beau. Is he gone? . [Steps out; 


L. Dunce. Yes, and has left poor me here. 

Beau. In troth, Madam, tis barbarouſly done of him, 
to commit a horrid Murder en the Body of an innocent 
poor Fellow, and then leave you to ſtem the Danger of 
It. 


Sir Jol. odd, and 1 were a as ; thee, Sweet-heart, I'd be 


reveng'd on him for it, ſo I would. Go, get together, 
ſteal out of the Houſe as ſoftly as you can, I'll meet 
you in the Piazza preſently ; go, be ſure you ſteal out 
of the Houſe, 1 1 t let. Sir Davy ſee you. 


2 = » © DB m_ 


[The Scene outs. 8 
Si. 


Tas Y 
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Sir + Jolly comes forward. Enter nen Bones. 


Sir Fol. Bach Runes. | 

Blood. I am here, Sir. | | 

Sir Fol. Go you and Faurbin to my Houſe e ; 
bid Monſieur Fonrbin remember, that all things be order'd 
according to my Directions. Tell my Maids too, I am 
coming home in a trice; bid em get the great Chamber, 


and the Banquet I ſpoke for, ready preſently : and, d' ye 


hear ? carry the Minſtrels with you too, for I'm refoly'd 
to rejoice this Morning. Let me ſee _— Davy. 


Emer Sir David Dance. 


Sir Dav: Ay, Neighbour, tis I ; is the Buſineſs done: 
I cannot be ſatisfy d till I am fure : * nn, 
* Bo y ? Is it gone? 

ir Fol. Yes, yes, my Servants DON'T it out of he 

Hung juſt now. Well, Sir Dawy, a good Morning to 
you, I with you your Health with all my Hear:, Sir 
Day; the firſt thing you do tho', d have 0 * 
Prayers by all Means, if you can. 

Sir Daw, If I can poſſibly, I will. 

Sir Fol. Well, good b'w'y. [Exit Sir Jolly. 

Sir Dav. Good b'w'y heartily, good Neighbou 
Vermin, Vermin. | | £ 5 

Enter Ver min. 

Verm. Did your Honour call "0p 

Sir Da, Go run, run preſently over the Square, and 
call the Conſtable preſently ; tell him here's Murder 
committed, and that I muſt ſpeak with him inſtantly — 
Til een carry him to my Neighbour's, that he may find 


Ui dead Body there, and ſo let my Neighbour be very 
— 
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I hope to live; ha, ha, ha l Hey, what's 3 | 
Maicbman at the Door. Almoſt Four O'Clock, and a 


dark cloudy Morning; PER my Maſters all, 
gone motrow. 


Eh E nter f Conflabl and Watch. 


| Conſt. How's this? a Door open! Come in, Gentle- 
men — Ah, Sir Day, your Honour's humble Ser- 
vant: I and my Watch going my Morning Ronnds, 


_ N = - r *. 6 Nei 4: nba nds” 
U — ³ é Ee —. ng yaoi 
8 A 3 * = x TIES” — _ lead — — o 2 
- _ = * _ 


our Care; a good Morning to you, Sir. 
Sir _. Oh, Mr. Conſtable, I'm glad you're here ; 


to tell you, Mr. Conſtable. . 
Conf. I am ſorry for that, Sir; ſad News? 


— 1 2 2 HE — 
+ i hs 
> * I . PIE NY 2 ; 


here has been Murder committed. 

Conſt. Murder! if that's all, we are your humble 
Servants, Sir, we'll bid you good-morrow ; Murder's 
nothing at this time o'N ight in Covent- Garden. 

Sir Dav. O, but this is a horrid bloody Murder, done 
under my Noſe ; I cannot but take notice of it; tho' I 


Conſt. Was it committed here near hand? _ 
Sir Day. Oh! at the very next Door; a ſad Murder 


vately into my Neighbour Sir Fo/h's Houſe here: I am 
ſorry to tell it you, Mr, Conſtable, for I am afraid it 
will look but ſcurvily on his fide : tho' I am a Juſtice 
o'Peace, Gentlemen, and _ bound by my Oath to take 
Notice of it; I can't help it 

i Watch. I never lik'd that Sir Fol. 


fairly hang'd in my ſtead ; hah ! a very good Jeſt, as 


and finding your Door open, made bold to enter, to 
ſee there were no Danger. Your Worſhip will excuſe 


1 ſent my Man juſt now to call you. I have fad News | 


Sir Dav. Oh! ay, fad News, very fad News truly; 


am ſorry to tell you the Authors of it, very ſorry, truly. 


indeed ! After they had done, they carry d the Body pri- 


% 


| The Sor ERS FoRTUN T. 10 


E He threaten'd me bother Day for carrying a 
little dirty draggle- tail d Whore to Bridewell, and ſaid 
the was his Couſin, Sir. If your Worſhip thinks fit, 
we'll go ſearch his Houſe. 

Sir Daw. O, by all means, Gentlemen, it mathe ſo; 
Juſtice muſt have its courſe ; the King's liege Subjects muſt 
not be deſtroyed. Vermin, carry the Conſtable and his 
Dragons into the Cellar, and make em drink; I'll but 


ſtep into my Study, put on my Face of Authority, and 
call upon ye inſtantly. 


All Watchmen. We thank your Honour. ¶Exeunt. 


SCENE changes to Sir Jolly's. 


A Banquet. 
Enter Sir Jolly Jumble, .Capt. Beaugard, and L. Dunoe.. 


Sir Fol. O, are ye come? I'm glad on't ; ; odd y are 
welcome, very welcome, odd you are; 

here's a ſmallBanquet, but I hope twill pleaſe you; fit ye 
down, fit ye down both together, nay, both together : 
A pox o'him that parts ye, I fay. 

Beau. Sir Folly, this might be an 3 for 
Anthony and Cleopatra, were they living. 

Sir Jol. Piſh ! a pox upon Anthony and Cleopatra, they 
are dead and rotten long ago ; come, come, time's but 
ſhort, and muſt be made the beſt uſe of; for, 


Youth's a Flow'r that ſoon does fade, 
And Life is but à Span; 

Man was for the Waman made, 
And Woman made for Man. 


Why now we can be bold, and make merry, and frifk 
anch be briſk, rejoice, and make a Noiſe, and odd, 
Iam pleas d, mightily pleas'd, odd I am. 


L. FRY 
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L. Dunce. Really, Sir Folh, you are more e 


than I thought you were. 
| Sir Fol. Philoſopher, Madam ! yes, Madam, I have 
read Books in my time; odd, Ariſtotle, i in ſome things had | 
very pretty Notions, he was an underſtanding Fellow. a 
Why don't you eat, odd an ye don't eat =— here Child, a 
Here's ſome Ringoes, help, help. your Neighbour a lit- 1 
fle ; odd they are very good, very ee, very 

cordial. . 
"Beau. Sir Folly, your Flach. 3 

Sir Fol. With all my Heart, old Boy. E 
IL. Dunce. Dear Sir Folly, what are theſe ? J never 
taſted of theſe before: x 
Sir Fol. That? eat it, eat it, eat it when I bid you; MW & 
odd, tis the Root Satyrion, a very precious Plant, I in 
gather em every May myſelf; odd, they'll make an W 
old Fellow of ſixty five cut a Caper like a Dancing- Ye 
maſter; give me ſome Wine. Madam, here's a Health, al 
Here's a Health, Madam, here's a Health to honeſt Sir 2 
Day, faith and troth, ha, ha, ha. I Oance. A 
doth ; ea 
Enter Bloody Bones. 6 

| Bleed. Sir, Sir, Sir! What will you do? Yonder's the 

Conſtable and all his Watch at the Door; and threatens 11 
01 


Demoliſhment, if not admitted preſently. _ 
Sir Fol. Odds fo! adds fo! the Conſtable and his tatic 
Watch! What's to be dene now ? Get you both into i me 


' the Alcove there, get you gone quickly, quickly; = Cove 


noiſe, no noiſe ; d'ye hear? the Conſtable and his Watch | I Sa 
A pox on the Conſtable and his Watch; what the Devil F «© 


have the Conſtable and Watch to do here ? G. 
Enter C onſtable, Watch, at Sir David. Gene "oo | 
Sir Jolly Jumble comes for auard. 4 


Conf. This way, this way, Gentlemen; flay one of f 
ye at the Door, and let no body pak, do you hear | Sit M OLo 
J ap yur Servant, Sir 


The 80 BIER FoRTUN FE. 109 

Sir Jol. What, this Outrage, this Diſturbance commit- 
ied upon my Houſe and Family ? Sir, Sir, Sir! What do 
you mean by theſe Doings, ſweet Sir? hoh! | 
Conſt. Sir, having receiv'd Information, that the Bod y 
of a murder d Man is conceald in your Houle; I am come, 
according to my Duty; to make ſearch; and diſcover the 
Truth —— Stand to my Aſſiſtance; Gentlemen. 

Sir Jol. A murder'd Man, Sir! 

Sir Dav. Yes; a murder'd Manz Sir. Sir OY Sir 
Tolly, Tam ſorry to ſee a Perſon of your Character and 
Figure in the Pariſh concern'd in a Murder, I fay. 

Sir a Here's a Dog ! Here's a Rogue for you! Here's 
a Villain! Here's a cuckoldy Son of his Mother ! I never 
knew a Cuckold in my Life, that was not a falſe Rogue 
in his Heart; there are no honeſt Fellows living, but 
Whore-maſters. Hark you, Sir, what a pox do you mean? 
You had beſt play the F * and ſpoil all, you had; what's 
all this for? | 

Sir Dav. When your Worſhip comes to be hang d, 
you'll find the meaning on't, Sir. I fay once more, 
ſearch the Houſe. _ _ 

* It ſhall be done, Sir; 3 come along, Friends. 

[Ex. Conflable and Watch. 

Sir Jol. Search my Houie! O Lord! Search my 
Houle ! What will become of me? I ſhall loſe my Repu- 
tation with Man and Woman, and no body will ever truſt 
me again: O Lord! Search my Houſe! All will be dif- 
cover'd, do what I can. Pil fing a Song like a | dying 
Swan, and try to give em Warning. 


Go hom the Mindbau, y Love, my Lowe, my Love, 
Go from the Window, my Dear; 

The Wind and the Rain 

Has brought em back again, 


| And thou 44505 hawe no 3 here. 


t 0 Lord! Search my Houſe ! 
no * „ Sir 


110 The Sortiens Fox runr. 
Sir Dav. Break down that Door, I'll have that Door 
Bore open; break down that Door, * " ra | 
* [Knocking vit bin. 
Sir Jol. very well done | break down my Doors 
break down my Walls, Gentlemen I plunder my Houſe! 
raviſh my Maids! Ah, curſt be ne en 
Conſtables and Cuckolds. Es 


* 8 N tis . 12 OI 7 DN 9 2 
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SCENE draws, and ditions Beaugard/ and 
| Lily Dn. 


/ TAN D off ; by Heav'n, iis firſt wat comes 
| here comes upon his Death. - 

Sir Daw. Sir, your humble Servant, I am glad to ſee 
you are alive again, with all my Heart, Gentlemen, 
here's no Harm done; Gentlemen, here's nobody mur- 
der'd ; Gentlemen, the Man's alive again, Gentlemen : 
But here's my Wife, Gentlemen, and a fine Gentleman 
with her, Gentlemen 3 and, Mr. Conſtable, I hope you'll | 
bear me Witneſs, Mr. Conſtable, 

Sir Jol. That he's a Cuckold, Mr. Conſtable. 22 

Beau. Hark ye, ye Curs, keep off from ſnapping at 
my Heels, or I ſhall ſo feague ye. 

Sir Fol. Get ye gone, ye Dogs, ye Rogues, ye Night- 
Toads of the Pariſh-Dungeon ; diſturb my Houſe at 
theſe unſeaſonable Hours! get ye out of my Doors, gct 

ye gone, or Til brain ye, Dogs, Rogues, Villains. 
| [Exeunt Conflable and Watch. 

Beau. And next for you, Sir Coxcomb ; you ſee I am} 
not murder'd, tho' you paid well for the Performance; 
What think you of bribing my own Man to murder me? ſo 


* 


Eur o 


& 
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Enter Fourbin 22d Bloody-bones. 


took ye, Sir, he can cut a Throat upon Occaſion ; and 
here's another dreſſes a Man's Heart with Oil and Pep- 
per, better than any Cook in Chriſtendom. 

Four. Will your Worſhip pleaſe to have one for yon 
Breakfaſt this Morning ? 

Sir Dav. With all my Heart, Sweetheart, any thing 
in the World, Faith and Troth, ha, ha, * i is the 
rar * ba, ha, ha! 


Enter Vermin. 


Verm. Oh, Sir, the moſt unhappy and moſt unfortu- 
nate News! There has been a Gentleman in Madam 
SHlxia's Chamber all this Night, who, juſt as you went 
out of Doors, carry'd her away, and whither they are 
gone no body knows. 

Sir Dav. With all my Heart, I am Jada; on'r, Child; 
I would not care if he carry'd away my Houſe and all, 
Man. Unhappy News, quotha ! poor Fool! he does not 
know I am a Cuckold, and that any body may make 
bold with what belongs to me, ha, ha, ha! I am ſo 
pleas d, ha, ha, ba! I think I never was fo pleas'd in 
all my Life before, ha, ha, ha! 

Beau. Nay, Sir, I have a Hank upon you; there are 
Laws for Cut+throats, Sir; and as you tender your future 
Credit, take this wrong'd Lady home, and uſe her 
handſomely, uſe her like my Miſtreſs, Sir, do you mark 
me ? that when we think fit to meet again, I have no 
Connpinned of you; this muſt be done, Friend. 

Sir Fol. In troth, and it is but reaſonable, _ rea- 
| lanai in troth. 

I. Dunce, Can you, _ Dear, — me one Miſ. 

. 1 
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Sir Dav. Madam, in one Word, I am your Ladyſhip's 
- moſt humble Servant and Cuckold, Sir Dawid Dunce, Kt. | 
livin in e 2 ha, ** ha | We my. Is 
migh ty, pretty, ha, ha, ha! { 


Enter Be follew'd by 3 | 


Sylv. Sir Folh, ah Sir Folly, protect me, or I'm ruimd. 

Sir Fol. My little Minikin, is it thy Squeak ? - 

Beau. My dear Courtine, welcome. | 

Sir Folly. Well, Child, and what would that witked 
Fellow do to thee, Child ? hah, Child, Child, what 
would he do to thee? 

Sew. Oh, Sir, he has moſt inhumanly ſeduced. me 
out of my Uncle's Houſe, and threatens to marry me. 


an more Grace be- 
fore her Eyes neither, has e 'en taken me at my Word. 

Sir Jol. In troth, and that's very uncivilly done : I 
don't like theſe Marriages ; P11 have 1 no Mgrriages i in my 


Houſe, and there's an end ont. | 
Sir Dav. And do you intend to _ my Niece, 
7 N ? 

Cour. Yes, Sir, and never aſk your Conſent neither. 
Sir Dav. In troth, and that's + very well faid ; I am 
glad on't with all my Heart, Man, becauſe ſhe has five 
thouſand Pounds to her Portion, and my Eſtate's bound 

o pay it; well, this is em 9 ha, OR. 


Here, ke thy Bride 3 hike Man * Vi 2 agree, 
And may ſpe prove as king — — 4s mine to me. ha, ha, ha, 


Beau. bier, I wiſh thee 5 thou art come op- 
portunely to be a Witneſs of a perfect Reconciliation be- 
tween me and that worthy Knight Sir David Dunce; 
which to preſerve inviolate, you . Sir, before we 
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part, enter into ſuch Covenants for Performance, as I 


think fit. 
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Bail. 


To find one Brother Cu 
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EPILOGUE. 


rA the djchary of Paſſions much op- 
pPreſt, 

VDiſturb'd in Drain, and 22 in his 

Reo Breaſt, 

5 Full. of thoſe Thoughts which make th'Unhappy 5 

And by Imagination half grown mad, 

The Poet led abroad his mourning Muſe, 

And let her range, to ſee what Sport ſhed chooſe. 

Strait like a Bird got looſe, and on the Wi ing, 

+ Pleas'd with her Freedom, ſhe began to ſing; 

Each Note was echo'd all the Vale along, 

And this was what ſbe utter d in her Song: 

Wretch, write no more for an uncertain Fame, 

Nor call thy Muſe, when thou art dull, to blame. 

Conſider with thy ſelf how thou rt unfit 8 

To make that Monſter of Mankind, a Wit : 

AWit's a Toad, who, ſiuell d with filly Pride, 

Full of himſelf, ſcorns all the Warld beſide ; 

Civil would ſeem, tho he good Manners lacks, 

Smiles on all Faces, rails behind all Backs, 

If ger good-natur'd, nought to ridicule, 

Good-nature melts a Wit into a Fool : 

Plac'd high, like ſome Fack-pudding in a Hall 

At Chriſtmas Revels, he makes Sport for all. 

So much in little Praiſes he delights, 

But when he's angry, draws * Pen and writes : 


WT 


EPILOGUE. 


A Wil t to no Man will his Dues allow ; | 

IWits will not part with a good Word that's due * 

So hoe er ventures on the ragged Coaft 

Of flarving Poets, certainly is loft, : 

They rail like Porters at the Penny-Poſt. 

At a new Author's Play ſee one but ſit, 

| Making his ſnarling froward Face of Wit, 
The Merit he allows, and Praiſe he grants, 
Comes likes a Tax from a poor Wretch that wants, 
O Poets, have a care of one another, 

There's hardly one amongſt ye true to tother, 
Like T rincalo's and Stephano's, ye play 
The lewdeft Tricks each other ts betray. 

Like Foes detract, yet flat ring friend-like fil, 

And all is one another to beguile 

Of Praiſe, the Monſter of your barren Iſle, 

Enjoy the Proſtitute ye ſo admire, 

Enjoy her to the full of your Deſire, 

Whilft this poor Scribler wiſhes to retire, 

Where he may ne er repent his Follies more, 

But curſe the Fate that wreck'd him on your Share, 


Now you, who this Day as his Judges fits 
After you've heard what he has ſaid of Wit ; 


Oughit for your own ſakes not to be ſevere, 
But ſhew ſo much to think he meant none here. 


7 1 * 


= . - — n - . ary”; ot * Rag - 4 6. hy - 
1 > ne N — SS. P ² . 1 „ * 
7 ͤ SE 26 2 TEES: we a . — — re. "ot mes RT. CBE 4 pes e 
A e e e 2 , omg Sm ——- — 


CT 


Po" CW" From 3 a. RE aid 4,207 HT Ag Pee 


a” 
- wa r 2 
e 


W * — — — — — 2 


5 
: 62 HY 
: * 7 7 * v a 
2 
„ 1 3 
: — 
4 2 — 7 
. 4 i 
«3 
7 ” * — 
* 5 : 
. " 
CY 
N oy * — 
n 4 FE ” * 0 
* 
+ 4 4 
* * 
A * 
G ” 
My * ; 
1 0 
0 
” 
. 
4 — * 
rl 5 4 
* { 
- 
* . 7 
I v * 2 
1 g . * 3 
5 
4 . : 
* — 
* — 
* 
oy 7 * - 
% F 4 * 1 » 
o - % o _ « He. 
\ ; c 
” 
N ; % 51 * 
»; ** 
1 * * : 
* 
« + \ * 1 } 
. 
& ? 
> S wages * 
0 1 
3 % r 4*, „ 7 
” « N 7 
Z o > * 4 5 * 7 * 
% 
& . $. | 
, 4 . 
4 Ie * (38 45 4 5 
7 * * . a 1 
* * . an * 4 
» + : | 
= \ * 2 
- 2 x 
* > : * * * 1 - 
# * 3 * 
* 2 f 
& = 
e - \ * * #1 
v7 4 & -'V * : ” 4 
. 
» ; 3 * * 4s 
je 1 £ * 5 } 
1 0 
» %* . MS" 
a o fo; 8 UL. 
1 g 4 
4 f "Wes be 
* 1 a * 2 1 
- 
* > £ 
= py « . 
— 2 <7 
. &* . 1 
* - — LE ES, * ® 
4 
p . 
A 
* * 
— 5 s 
1 . 
it - 
+4 — 
. 
* 
— 
* * » 
' 
* 


. 
. 
1 
"* 
F Phe 
4 
n 
5 
* 
* * 
0 
PE 
x 
* 
* 
& 
<, 
+" 
* 
12 
* 0 
. 
— 
- 
. 
N G 
it. WP. 
$ 
F 8 
4 
4 
A 
ve” 
„ 


— we. 


— 
4 


Salis: 


_— 


A Tanhacckn 


187: 


OR, ＋ E E 


SECOND PA RT 


r THE 


Soldiers Fortune. 


== | 3 Hic nofter Authores habet; 
Quorum emulari exoptat negligentiam 
Piaotius, quam iſtorum obſcuram diligentiam. 
Dehinc ut quieſcant porrè moneo, & deſinat 
Malodicere, Aa ne noſcant ſua, Terence. 
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Eldeſt Son to the Rt. Hon. the 
Marquis of Fallifax. 


My L 0 RD, 
T was not without a great deal of 
Debate with myſelf, that I could 
reſolve to make this Preſent to 
gy your Lordfhip : For tho' Epiſtles 
AX Dedicatory be lately grown ſo epi- 
57 TN demica], that either ſooner or later, 
no Man of Quality (whom the leaſt Author has the 
leaſt Pretence to be troubleſome to) can eſcape them ; 
yet methought Your Lordſhip ſhould be as much 
above the common Perplexities that attend your 
Quality, as You are above the common Level of it, 
as well in the moſt Exalted Degrees of a Noble Ge- 
nerous Spirit, as in a piercing Apprehenſion, good 
Underſtanding, and daily ripening Judgment, all 
ſweeten'd by an obliging AR and Condeſcen- 
1 lion; ; 


8 


The DE DICATIO N. 


| 1 ; of which I have often, in the Honour of ow 
Converſation, had particular cauſe to be proud; and 


for which therefore, a more than ordinary Reaſon, | 


now, to be Grateful, 


AND it is upon that Pretence, I here preſume to 


ſhelter this Trifle under Your Protection; for in- 
deed, it has great need of ſuch Protection: having 


at its firſt coming into the World met with many 
Enemies, and very induſtrious ones too; but this 


way I was ſure it muſt live: JYould he but once vouch- 


ſafe. to &ſpouſe. its Defence, whaſe Generoſity will over 


throw the ignobleſt E 119 whoſe good Nature cannot 


but confaund the moſt inveterate Malice; and A 
Mit muſt baffle the  ſaucieſt Ignorance. 

My Lord, It would but argue me of the mean- 
eſt Impertinence and F ormality, to pretend here an 
Harangue of thoſe Praiſes You deſerve: For he who 
tells the World whoſe: Son You: are, has ſaid enough 
to thoſe who do not know You ; and the happy 
few, whom You have pick'd and choſen for your 
Converſation, cannot but every Hour You are 


pleaſed to beſtow upon them, be ſenſible of more 


than I could tell them in a Volume: Your Lord- 


ſhip being the beſt Panegyrick upon yourſelf ; the 


Son of that great Father of his Country, who when 
all manner of Confuſion, Ruin, and Deſtruction 
Was breaking in upon us, like the Guardian Angel 
of theſe Kingdoms, ſtood up, and with the Tongue 


of an Angel too, confounded the Subtleties of that 


Infernal Serpent, who would have debauch'd us 
from our Obedience, and turned our Eden into a 

* Wilderneſs, Certainly his Name muſt be for ever 
Honourable, Precious his Memory, and Happy 


His Generation, who durſt exert his Loyalty, when 
it was grown almoit a Reproach to have any, 


and 


E e © lo 884 „ 


The DE DPICAT ION. 


and ſtem a Torrent of Faction, popular Fury» 


and fermenting Rebellion, to the preſerving of 
the beſt of Kings in his Throne, and the happi- 
_ eſt of People in their Liberties, | 

May he live long to compleat the Re 
he has made in our Defence; ſtill by the ſtrength 
of his Judgment, to foreſee thoſe Evils that may 


yet threaten us, and by the Power of his Wiſdom 


to prevent them; to root out the Footing and 
Foundations of the King's open (nay, and Boſom) 
Enemies: As a watchful, bold, and ſincere Coun- 
ſellor to his Maſter; to be A Driver of T reacherous, 
Grinniag, Self-ended Knaves, inſinuating Spies, 
and uſeleſs unprofitable Fools from his Service : A 
Patron and Promoter of Honeſty, Merit, and Abi- 
lity, which elſe too often, by neglect, are corrupt- 
ed to their Contraries. 


In fine, to continue (as he is) a kind Indulgent 


Father to your Lordſhip, ſo much every way his 
Son, and fit to inherit his Honours, as, in the ſtrong 
and ſhining Virtues of Your Mind, the fit and 
ſteady Diſpoſition of Your Royalty, the Goodneſs 


and obliging Temper of Your Nature, is apparent; 


by which only I muſt ever humbly confeſs, and no 
preſumptive Meritof my own, I have been incou- 


raged to take this Opportunity of telling the World 


how much I deſire to be thonght, 


Yeur Lordſbip 5 
Humble Servant to be commanded, 


Tuo. Oorwar. 
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> HOUGH. Plays and. Prologues ne er aid 
© more abound, _ 

v Neer were good Prologues dert to be 
e found. 
To me the Cauſe ſeems eas underlined ; 
For there are Poets prove not very good, 
M bo, like baſe Sign-Poft-Dawbers, wanting Skill, 
Steal from great Maſters Hands, and Copy ill. 
Thus, if by Chance, before a noble Feaſt 
Of gen rous Fit, to whet and fit your Taſte, 
Some poignant Satyr in a Prologue rife, . | 
And growing Vices handſomly chaſtiſe ; 
Hach Poetaſter thence preſumes on Rules, 

Aud ever after calls ye downright Fools. 


Theſe Marks deſeribe him 
Fritmg by rote; ſmall Nit, or none to ſpare; 
Jangle and Chimes his Study, Toil, and Care: 
He always in one Line upbraids the Age ; 
And a good Reaſon why ; it rhymes to Stage. 
IL ith Wit and Pit he keeps a hideous Pother; 
Sure to be damn'd by One, for want of other. 
But if, by Chance, he get the French Mord Raillery, 
ford. / how he fe fe gues the Vizor- Maſques with Gallery! 


. aid, Agrolggers Rrange Wonders find 
VP come, in two great Planets _ join'd. 


From 


PROLOGUE. 
a our two Houſes joining, moſt will 4 
Vaſt Deluges of Dulneſs were foretuld. 
Poor Holborn Ballads now being wor away. 
By Tides of duller Madrigals than they ; 
Jockeys and Jennys ſet to Northern Airs, 
Mpile Iouſy Theſpis chaunts at Country Fairs 
Politick Ditties, full of ſage Debate, 
And merry Catches, how to Rule the State. 
Vicars neglect their Flocks, to turn T ranflators, 
And Barley-water, WWhey-fac'd Beaus write Satyrs ; 
Though none can gueſs to which moſt Praiſe belongs, 
To the Learn'd Verſions, Scandals, or the Songs. 
For all things-nnw by Contraries ſucceed ; 
Of Wit or Virtue there's no longer need 
Beauty ſubmits to him who londeſt rails; 
She fears the ſawcy Fep, and he prevails. 
Il ho fer his beſt Preferment would deviſe, 
Let him renounce all Honeſty, and riſe. | 
Villains and Paraſites. Succeſs will gain; 
But in the Court of Wit, ſhall Dulneſs reign £ © 
No Let th' angry 'Squire give his Iambic ks der, | 
Tir! C ravat-ſtrings, but write Lampoons u mono; 
Rhymeſters get Wit, &er they pretend to ſhew it, 
Nor think a Game at Cramboe makes a Poet: 
Ele is our Author hopeleſs of Succeſe, 
But then his Study ſhall be next time leſs ; 
Hell find out Ways to your AR, more eaſy ; 
That is, write worſe and worſe, 1400 he can pleaſe ve. 
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| Dramatis Perſonz. 


N E N. 
F 5 to R Mr. Leigb. 
Beaugard, | Mr. Betterfon. 
Courtine, 2 Mr. Smith. 
Daredevil, 8 Mr. Underbill. 
Theodoret, Mr. Wiltſhire. 
Gratian, Mr. Perin. 


Roſard, Gratian” „Nan, Mr. Saunders. 
Plunder, Beaugard's Many. Mr. Richards. 


WOMEN. 


Piorcia, 5 | 8 1 Mrs. Barry. 
— 0-5 Mrs. Butler. 
Sylvia, Courtine 8 Wife, Mrs. Currer. 


Mrs. Furniſh, an Ex- 
change- Woman, urs . 


Pbpillis, Porcia*'s Woman, Mrs. Percival. 
Cbloris, Lucretia's Woman, Mrs. Norris. 


Six Ruffians, Footmen, a Dwarf, and 


ATHEIST: 


Or, the Second Part of the 


Soldiers Fortune. 


ET I SCENE EF 
Erter Beaugard and his Father, 
EA Don 
1 USAA IR, I fay and fay again, no Matrima- 
IF %2))& ny ; I'll not be noos'd. Why, I beſeech 


$5211 you, Sir, tell me plainly and fairly, 


what have I done, that I deſerve to be 
marry'd ? 45 | 
Fath. Why, Sauce-box, I, your old 
Father, was marry'd before you were botn, A. 
Beau. Ay, Sir, and I thank you, the next thing you 
did, was, you begot mw ; 29 Conlequenee of which was 
| | — 
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The ATHEIST: 0 | 


as IH As ſgon as I was born, you ſent me to Nurſe, 


where I ſuck'd two Years of the dirty Dugs of a foul- 
feeding Witch, that liv'd in a thatch'd Sty upon the 


neighbouring Common; as ſoon as I was big enough, 
that you might be rid of me, you ſent me to a Place 
call'd a School, to be- flaſh'd and box'd by a thick-fifted 


Blockhead, that could not read himſelf; where I learn'd | 


no Letters, nor got no Meat, but ſuch as the old Saccabus 
His Wife bought at a ftinking Price, ſo over-run with 
Vermin, that it us'd to crawl home after her. 


Fath. Sirrah, it was the more nouriſhing, and made 
ſuch young idle Whoreſons as you fat, fat, you Rogue. 1 


remember the young Dog at twelve Years old had a broad, 
ſhining, puft Bacon-face, like a ann , and now he 
Won't marry. 

Beau. My next Removal was home again; and then 
you did not know-what to do with me farther, till after 
a Twelve-month's De!iberation, out of abundance of Fa- 
therly Affection and Care for your Poſterity, you very 
civilly and fairly turn'd me out of your Doors. 


Fath, The impudent, termagant, unruly Varlet rebell' 


with too much Plenty, and took up Arms againſt my 
Concubine. Turn'd you out of my Doors ! 

Beau. Yes, turn'd me out of Doors, Sir. 

Fath, Had I-not Reaſon, Maſter Hector? 


Beau. As 1 had then, ſo have I now too, Sir, more 


Manners than to diſpute the Pleaſure of a Father. 
Fath. Nay, the Rogue has Breeding, that's the Truth 


on't. The Dog would be a pretty Fn | if I could but 


perſwade him to marry. 


Beau. Turn'd out of Doors as I was, you may remem- 
ber, Sir, you gave me not a Shilling ; my Induſtry and 


my Virtue was all I had to truſt to. 


*F2th. Bleſs us all! Induſtry and Virtue, quoth a! Nay. -- | 
J have a very virtuous * * Heir of him, that's the 


| Truth on't. 


The 80LDTERS FoR TUR. 13 


' Beau, Till at laſt a good Uncle, who now (Peace be 
with his Soul) ſleeps with his Fathers, beſtow'd a Por- 


tion of two hundred Pounds upon me, with which E 


took Shipping, and ſet Sail for the Coaſt of Fortune. 


Fath. That is to ſay, you went to the Wars, to learn 


the liberal Arts of Murder, Whoredom, Burning, Ra- 


viſhing, and a few other neceſſary Accompliſhments for F 


2 young Gentleman to ſet up a Livelyhood withal in 
this Civil Government, where (Heaven be prais'd) none 
of thoſe Virtues need grow ruſty. 


Beau. Sir, I hope I have brought you no Diſhoncur 


home with me. 


Fath. Nay, the Scanderbeg Monkey has not behav'd | 


himſelf unhandſomly, that's the Truth of the Buſineſs ; 
but the Varlet won't marry : The Dog has got two 
thouſand Pounds a Year left him by an old curmudgeonly 
mouldy Uncle, and I can't perſwade him to marry. 


Beau. Sir, that curmudgeonly mouldy Uncle you ſpeak 


of, was your elder Brother, and never married in all his 


Life: He dying, bequeath'd me two thouſand Pounds a 


Year : You, Sir, the younger Brother, and my honour'd 
Father, have been -marry'd, and are not able, for aught 
I can perceive, to leave me a bent Nine-pence. So, Sir, 
I wiſh you a great deal of Health, long Life, and merry 
as it has been hitherto ; but for Marriage, it has thriven 
fo very ill with my Family already, that I am reſolv'd to 
have nothing to do with it. 8 

Fath. Here's a Rogue ! here's a Villain ! why, Sirrah, 
you have loſt all Grace; you have no Duty left; you 


are a Rebel: I ſhall ſee you hang' d, Sirrah. n ü 


come, let me examine you a little, while 1 think on t: 
What Religion are you of? hal? 


ſee me chriſten'd. 
Fatb. 


* 


Beau. Sir, I hope you took care, after I was hoy: o 
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14 The ATH E IST: Or, 
Serb: Ob Lord! Chriſtend ! beste an Atheiſtical 


Rogue ! thinks he has Religion enough, if he can but his 
call himſelf a Chriſtian. | rip 
Beau. Why, Sir, would you have me diſown my 
Baptiſm? 
Fatb. No, Sirrah : but I would have you own what = 
ſort of Chriſtian you are tho”. 3 Ri 
Beau, What ſort, Sir? | W. 
Fath. Ay, Sir, what fort, Sir. he 
Beau. Why, of the honeſter ſort. - Og ip 
Fath. As if there were Knaves of all forts. | 
Beau. Why then, Sir, if that will ſatisfy you, I am a 
of your ſort, 1 
Fath. And that, for ought you know, may be of no þ 
ſort at all. 


Beau. But Sir, to ks ſhort of the matter, T am of 
the Religion of my Country, hate Perſecution and Pe- 
nance, love Conformity, which is going to Church 
once a Month, well enough; reſolve to make this 
tranſitory Life as pleaſant and delightful as I can; and 
for ſome ſober Reaſons beſt gen to my ſelf, reſolve 
never to marry, | 
Fath. Look me in the Face; ſtand till, 1 look 
me in the Face. So, you won't marry ? 

Beau. No, Sir. 

Fath. Oh Lord! 

Beau. But I'll do ſomething that ſhall be more for your 
good, and perhaps may pleaſe you as well. Knowing 
Fortune of late has not been altogether ſo good natur'd 
as. ſhe might have been, and that your Revennes are 
ſomething anticipated, be pleas'd, Sir, to go home as 
well ſatisfy'd as you can, and my Servant ſhall not fail 
to meet you at your Lodgings, with a hundred ſmil- 
ing Smock-fac'd Guineas within this half Hour: now 

who the Devil would marry ? | 


Fath. 


The bib Fön rung 15 
Fath.. No body that has half an Ounce of Brains in 


his Noddle. - The ungodly good-natur'd Rogue is in the 


right on't 3 damnably, damnably in the right on't. 

Beau. $0, here's a Father for you now! [ Aide. 

Fath, But look you, Jack now, little Fack, two thou- 
ſand Pounds a Year —Why thou wilt be a damnable rich 
Rogue now, if thou doſt not marry ; tho' I know thou 
wilt live bravely and deliciouſly, eat and drink nobly, 
have always half a dozen honeſt, jolly, true-ſpirited 
ſpritely Friends about thee, and ſo forth, ha? Then for 
Marriage, to ſpeak the Truth on't, it is at the beſt but 
a chargeable, vexatious, uneaſy ſort of Life; it ruin'd 
me, Fack, utterly ruin'd thy poor old Father, Fack. 
Thou wilt be ſure to remember the hundred Pound, 
Jachy Boy, hah? BOT, 

Beau. Moſt punRually, Sir. 


Fath, Thou ſhalt always, every now and then that is, 


lend thy old Father a hundred Pound, or ſo, upon a 


good Occaſion, Fack, after this manner, in a friendly 


way: You muſt make much of your old Daddy, F ack © 
But if thou haſt no mind to it, the Truth on't is, I 
wonld never have thee marry. 

Beau. Not marry, Sir? 

Fath, No. 

Beau. No? 


Fath. No. A hundred Pound, Fack, is a « droch] little 


round Sum. 

Beau. I'll not fail in ſending it. 
Fatb. Then, Fack, it will do as well to let thy Man 
come to me to Harry the Eighth's Head in the Back- ſtreet, 
behind my Lodgings: there's a Cup of ſmart Racy 
Canary, Fack, win make an old Fellow's Heart as light 


as a Feather. Ah, little Facky Rogue! it glorifies | 


through the Glaſs, and. the Nats dance about in't like 
Atoms in the Sun-ſhine, you young Dog! 

Beau. Do you intend to dine there, Sir? 

| Fath. 
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16 The AT HEIST: Or, © 


Fath. Ay, Man; I have two or three bonny old 77 
bury Royſterers; with delicate red Faces and bald Crowns, 


that have obliged me to meet them there; they help'd 
me to ſpend my Eſtate when I was young, and the Rogues 


are grateful, and don't forſa ke me now I am grown poor- 

and old —— Almoſt Twelve o'Clock, Fack. 

Beau. I'll be ſure to remember, Sir. * 
Fatb. And thou wilt never marry ? 

Beau. Never, I hope, Sir. 4 | 
Fath. Ah, you wicked-hearted Rogue ! I know what 

you will do then, that will be worſe : — I think not 

much worſe neither. Wou'd I were a young Fellow a- 


gain, but to keep him Company for a Week or a Fort- 


night. A hundred Guineas! eeece! Db'uy Fack. You'll 
remember? See thee again 'To-morrow, Fack, —— poor 
Fack ! dainty Canary and a delicate black-ey'd 
Wench at the Bar, Db'uy Fack. I Bx#, 
Bean. Adieu, Father. =—— Four bine. 


Enter Fourbine. 


Four. Did your Honour call? 


Beau. Take a hundred Guineas out of the Cabinet, and 


carry them after the old Gentleman, to his Place of Ren- 
dezvous. This Father of mine (Heav'n be thank'd) is a 
very ungodly Father. He was in his Youth juſt ſuch ano- 
ther wicked Fellow as his Son John here; but he had no 
| Effate; there I have the better of him. Por out of meer 
Opinion of my good Huſbandry, my Uncle thought fit to 
diſinherit the extravagant old Gentleman, and leave all to 
me. Then he was married, there I have the better of 
him again; yet he marry'd a Fortun® of ten thouſand 
Pounds, and before I was ſeven Years ed, had broke my 
Mother's Heart, and ſpent three Parts of her Portion: 
Afﬀterwards he was pleas'd to retain a certain Familiar 
Domeſtick, call'd a Hou/e-keeper, which I one Day, to 
| ſhew 
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ſhew my Breeding, call'd Fore, and was fairly turn'd a 


ſtarving for it. Now he has no way to ſquecze me out 


of Contribution, but by taking up his Fatherly Authority, 
and offering to put the penal Law call'd Marriage in Exe- 


cution, I muſt een get him a Governor, and ſend him 
with a Penſion into the Country: Ay, it mult be fo 5 


for, Wedlock, 1 deny thee; Father, I'll ſupply thee; 
and Pleaſure, 1 will have thee. Who's there ? 


E nter a 8 


Serv. Oh, sir! the moſt fortunate Tidings! 

Beau. What's the Matter? | 

Serv. Captain Courtine, your old e Friend, 
and Comrade, is juſt arriv'd out of the Country, and de- 
ſires to ſee you, Sir. — 

Beau. Courtine ! Wait on him ap, you Dog, with 

Reverence and Honour. 


Enter Courtine. 


Cour. Dear Beaugard ! 

Beau, Ah, Friend ! — from the very den Part 
of my Heart I was juſt now wiſhing for thee. Why thou 
kok'it as like a marry'd Man already, with as grave, a 
fatherly, famelique Countenance, as ever I ſaw. 

Cour. Ay, Beaugard, I am marry'd, that's my Com- 
fort : But you, I hear, have had worle Luck of late ; an 
old Uncle drop'd into the Grave, and two thouſand 
Poundsa Year into your Pocket, Beaugard, 


Beau, A ſmall Conveniency, Ned, to make my Hap- 


pineſs hereafier a little more of a Piece than it has been 
| hitherto, in the Enjoyment of ſuch hearty, ſincere, honeſt 

Friends, and good natur'd Fellows, as thou art. 
Cour. Sincere honeſt Friends! have a Care there, Beau- 
gal. — | am, ſince I ſaw thee, in a few Words, grown 
an 
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an arrant Raſcal ; and as for Good-nature, it is the very 
thing I have ſolemnly forſworn: No, I am * 
Fact, in the Devil's Name, I am marry'd. 

Beau. Marry'd ! That is, thou call'ſt a Woman 2 
likeſt, by the Name of Wie: Wife and rother thing be- 
gin with a Letter. Thou lieſt with her when thy Ap- 
petite calls thee, keepeſt the Children thou begetteſt of 


her Body; alloweſt her Meat, Drink, and Garments, 


fit for her Quality and Fortune ; and when ſhe grows 
heavy upon thy Hands, what a Pox 'tis but a Separate- 
mantainance, kiſs and part, and there is an End of the 
Buſineſs. 

Cour, Alas ! Beaugard, thou art utterly miſtaken : 
Heav'n knows it is quite on the contrary : For I am 
| forced to call a Woman I do not like, by the Name of 
Wife, and lie with her for the moſt part with no Appe. 
tite at all; muſt keep the Children that, for aught 1 
know, any body elſe may beget of her Body ; and for 
Food and Raiment, by her Good-wiil ſhe would have 

them both freſh three times a Day: Then for kiſs and 
part, I may kiſs my Heart out, but * Devil a bit ſhall 
1 ever get rid of her. 


Beau. Alas, poor Huſband ! but art thou really i in 
this miſerable Condition ? 


Cour. Ten times worſe, if poſlible : | By the virtue of 


Matrimony and long Cohabitation, we are grown fo 

really one Fleſh, that I have no more Inclination to hers, 
than to eat a Piece of my own. Then her Ladyſhip is 
ſo jealous, that ſhe does me the Honour to make me 
Stallion in general to the whole Pariſh, from the Parſon's 
Importance in Paragon, to the Cobler's ſcolding Wife, 
that drinks Brandy, and ſmoaks loathſome Tobacco. In 


ſhort, Fack, ſhe has ſo order'd the Bus'neſs, that I'm half 


weary of the World, with all Mankind hang'd, and have 
not laugh'd theſe ſix Months. 
Beau. Ha, 2 ha. | 5 Cour. 
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Cour. Why, thou canſt laugh, I ſee, tho. 
Beau. Ay, Ned, I have two thouſand Pounds per Aun. 
Ned, old Rents, and well Tenanted; have no Wife, nor 
never will have any, Ned; reſolve to make my Days of 
Mortality all joy ful, and Nights pleaſurable, with ſome. 
dear loveſome, young, beautiful, kind, generous She, 
that every Night ſhall bring me all the Joys of a new 
Bride, and none of the Vexation of a worn-out, infipid, 

troubleſome, jealous Wife, Wife, Ned. 


Cour. But where lies this Treaſure? e 18 en 


ſuch a Jewel to be found ? 

Beau. Ah, Rogue ! Do you deſpiſe your own Manna 
indeed, and long after Quails? Why thou unconſcionable 
Hobnail ! thou 8 Coulſtaff ! thou abſolute Piece 
of thy own dry'd Dirt ! wouldſt thou have the Impu- 
dence with that hideous Beard, and griſly Countenance, 
to make thy Appearance before the Footſtool of a Bona 
Roba that I delight in? For ſhame, get off that Smiz5/icld 
Horſe- courſer's Equipage; appear once more like Cor7- 
tine, the Gay, the Witty, and unbounded with Joy in 
thy Face, and Love in thy Blood, Money in thy Poc- 
kets, and good Cloaths on thy Back; and then Pit try 
to give thee a Recipe that may purge away thoſe foul 
Humours Matrimony has bred in thee, and fit thee to 
reliſn the Sins of thy Youth again. Bieſs us! what a 
Beard's there? it puts me in mind of the blazing Star. 

Cour. Beard, Beaugard ! why I wear it on purpoſe, 


Man; I have wiſh'd it a Furze-buſh a thouſand times, 


when I have been Ealing . a nog 
Beau. Whom * 


Cour. Wife, —— Let me never 25 to bury her, if 


the Word Wige does not ſtick in my Throat 

Beau. Then this Peruke ! Why it makes thee ſhew 
like the Sign of a Head looking out of a Barber's Window. 
Cour. No more, no more; all ſhall be rectify” d : For, 
to deal with thee as honeſtly as a Fellow in my damn'd 


Condition 
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Condition can do, eer I refolv'd abſolutely to hang my- 
ſelf, I thought there might be ſome Remedy left; and 

that was this dear Town, and thy dear Friendſhip: So 


that, in ſhort, I am very fairly run away ; pretended 
a ſhort Journey to viſit a Friend, but came to London; 


and, if it be poſſible, will not ſee Country, Wife, or Chil- 


dren again theſe ſeven Vears. Therefore prythee, for my 


better Encouragement, tell me a little what Sins are ftir- 
ring in this noble Metropolis, that I may know my 


Bus'neſs the better, and fall to it as faſt as I can. 


| Beau. Why faith, Ned, conſidering the Plot, the 


Danger of the Times, and ſome other Obſtructions of 


Trade and Commerce, Iniquity in the general has not loſt 
much Ground. There's Cheating : and Hypocriſy ſtill in 
the City; Riot and Murder in the Suburbs; Grinning, 


Lying, Fawning, Flattery, and Falſe promiſing at Court; 
Aſſignations at Covent - Garden Church; Cuckolds, 


Whores, Pimps, Bawds, and their Diſeaſes all over the 


Town. x 


Cour, But what tes Spirits ? lat ehr 
Raſcals may a Man oblige his Curioſity withal? 

Beau. T'!l tell thee. In the firſt place, we are over- 
run with a Race of Vermin they call Vite, a Generation 
of Inſects, that are always making a Noiſe, and buzzing 
about your Ears, concerning Poets, Plays, Lampoons, 
Libels, Songs, Tunes, ſoft Scenes, Love, Ladies, Pe- 


ruques, and Cravat-ſtrings, French Conqueſts, Duels, Re- 


ligion, Snuff-boxes, Points, Garnitures, Milld-ſtockings, 
Fourbert's Academy, Politicks, Parliament Speeches, and 
every thing elſe which they do not underſtand, or would 


_— the World think they did. 


Cour. Are all theſe Wits ? 
Beau. Yes, and be hang'd to 'em, theſe are Wits. 
Cour. I never knew one of theſeWits in my Life, that did 
not deſerve to be pillory'd ; twenty to one if half of them 
can read, and yet ** will venture at Learning as fa- 
miliarly 
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miliacly as if they had been bred at the Vatican. One of 


em told me one day, he thought Plutarch well done, 
would make the beſt £:g/;/ Heroick Poem in the World. 
Beſides, they will rail, cavil, cenſure, and what is worſt 
of all, make Jeſts ; the dull Rogues will Jeſt, tho they 
do it as aukwardly as a Tarpawling would ride the great 
Horſe. I hate a pert, dull Jlting Rogue from the Hot- 
tom of my Heart. 

Beau. But above all, the moſt abominable is your 
witty Squire, your young Heir that is very Witty 3 who 
having newly been diſcharged from the Diſcretion of a 
Governor, and come to keep his own Money, gets into 


2. Cabal of Coxcombs of the third Form, who will be 


ure to cry him up for a fine Perſon, that he may think 
all them ſo. 

Cour. Oh, your Aſſes know one ance - Nature ex- 
actly, and are always ready to nabble, becauſe it is the 


certain way to be nabbled again: But above all the reſt, 
what think you of the Atheiſt ? 


I have one for thee of that Kind, the moſt inimitable 
Varlet, and the moſt inſufferable Stinkard living: one 
that has Doubts enough to turn to all Religions, and yet 
would fain pretend to be of none: In ſhort, a Cheat that 
would have you of Opinion that he believes neither Hea- 
ven nor Hell, and yet never feels ſo much as an Ague- 
ft, but he's afraid of being damn'd. 

Cour. That muſt be a very noble Champion, and cer- 
tainly an Original. 

Beau. The Villain has leſs vincerity than a Bawd, leſs 
Courage than a Hector, leſs good Nature than a Hang- 
man, and leſs Charity than a Fanatique; talks of Reli- 
gion and Church Worſhip as familiarly as a little Cour- 
tier does of the Maids of Honour; and ſwears the King 
ieſerves to be chain'd out of the City, for ſuffering _— 


Beau. By this good Light, thou haſt prevented me : 
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lous Fools to build Paul's again, when it would Mae | 


ſo proper a Place for a Citadel. 
Cour. A very worthy Member of 2 Chrigian Com- 


mon wealth, that is the Truth on't. 


Beau. I am intimately acquainted with him. 

Cour. I honour you for't with all my Heart, Sir. 

Beau. After all, the Rogue has ſome other little tiny 
Vices, that are not very ungrateful. - 


Cour. Very probable. 
Beau, He makes a very good old Man at Mens rancum, 


or ſo; that is, when the reſt of the Company is coupled, 


will take care to ſee there's good Attendance paid ; ; and 
when we have a mind to make a Ballum of it indeed, 
there is no Lewdneſs ſo ſcandalous that he will not be 
very proud to have the Honour to be put upon. 
Cour, A very neceſſary Inſtrument of Damnation, truly. 
Beau. Beſides, to give the Devil his Due, he is ſeldom 
impertinent; but, barring his darling Topick, Blaſphe- 


my, a Companion pleaſant enough. Shall I recommend 


him to thy Service? I'll enter into Bonds of five hun- 
dred Pounds, that he teaches thee as good a Way to pet 
rid of that Whip and a Bell, call'd my W; ife, as thy 
Heart could wiſh for. 


Cour. And that is no ſmall Temptation 1 aſſure you. 


2 Aer Bey wwith a Letter. 
| "Mi Sir! 5 22 6 
| — My Childd 
Cour. A Pimp, for a Guinea, he __ ſo gently to him. 
| [4fiae. 


Beau. Tell her, fe hun undone me, he has chofen | 


the only Way to enſlave me utterly ; tell her, my Soul, 


my Life, my future Happineſs, and pen _ 


are only ey ſhe'll make em. 
Bay. At Seven, Sir. 
Beau. Moſt infallibly. 


„. 
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Cour. Ay, ay, 'tis ſo. New what a damn'd Country- 
itch have I, to dive into the Secret? Beangard, 
Beaugard, are all things in readineſs? the Huſband 


out of the Way, the Family diſpos'd of? Come, come, 
come, no trifling; be free-hearted and friendly. 


Beau. You are married, Ned, you are married; that's 
all I have to fay; you are married. 


Cour. Let a Man do a fooliſh thing once in his Life- 
time, and he ſhall always hear of it — Married, quoth'a ! 
Prithee be patient: I was married about a Twelve- 
month ago, but that's paſt and forgotten. Come, come, 


communicate, communicate, if thou art a F riend, com- 


municate. 

Beau. Not a Tittle. I have Conſcience, Ned, Conſci- 
ence; tho I muſt confeſs tis not altogether ſo Gentle- 
man-like a Companion. But what a Scandal would it 
be upon a Man of my ſober Demeanor and Character, 
to have the unmerciful Tongue of thy Legitimate 
Spouſe roaring againſt me, for debauching her Natural 
Huſband ? 

Cour, It has been Stherwiſe, Sir. 

Beau. Ay, ay, the Time has been, Courtine, when thou 
wert in poſſeſſion of thy natural Freedom, and mighteſt be 
truſted with a Secret of this dear Nature; when I 
might have open'd this Billet, and ſhew'd thee this be- 


witching Name at the Bottom : But woe and alas! O 


Matrimony, Matrimony | what a Blot art thou in an 
honeſt Fellow's Scutcheon ! 

Cour. No more to be ſaid; I'll into the Country a- 
gain like any diſcontented Stateſman ; get drunk every 


Night with an adjacent School-maſter ; beat my Wife to 


2 down-right Houſe-keeper ; get all my Maid-Servants 


every Vea with Baſtards, till I command a Seraglio five 


Miles round my own Palace, and be beholden to no Man 
of two thouſand Pounds a Teas for a Whore when I want 


one, 
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2 The AT HEIST: Or, 
Beau. Good Words, Ned, good Words, let me adviſe 


vou, none of your Marriage qualities of Scolding and 


KRailing, now you are got out of the turbulent Element. 
Come hither, come; but firſt let us capitulate: Will 


you promiſe me, upon the Conjugal Credit, to be. very 
governable, and very civil ? 
Cour, As any made Spaniel, or hang me up for a Cur. 
Beau. Then this Note, this very Billet, Ned, comes 
from a Woman, who, when I was ſtrolling very pen- 


ſively laſt Sunday to Church, watch'd her Opportunity, 
and poach'd me up for the Service of Satan. | 


Cour. Is ſhe very handſome, Braugard? 


Beau. "Theſe Country Squires, when they get up te 


Town, are as termagant after a Wench, as a ty'd-up 


hungry Cur, got louiſe from Kennel, is after Cruſts. 
Very handſome, ſaid you? Let me ſee: No, not very 
handſome neither ; but ſhe'll Pais, Ned, ſhe'll . : 


Cour. Young? | 

Beau. About Eighteen. 

Cour. O Lord! 

Beau. Her Complexion fair, with a * © Fg Bluſh 
always ready in her Cheeks,- that looks as if Nature 


were watching every Opportunity to leize and run away 


with her. 6 
| Cour. Oh the Devil, the Devil ! This is intallerable. 


Beau. Her Eyes black, ſparkling, {priteful, hot, and 


piercing. 
Cour. The very Deſeription of her ſhoots me through. 


* my Liver. 
Beau. nat Rin of a eb light Amber. brown, | 


curling in huge 
Cour. So. 
Beau. Her Forehead large, majeic and menerous. 
Cour. Very well, 
| Rean. Her Noſe neat, and lt ne, : 
Cour. Good. 


ings, and of a preat r. 


Bean, 


, 
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Beau. 
Cour. | 
Beau. Plump, red, blub Lips. 
Cour. Ah h 
Beau. Teeth whiter than ſo many little Pearls! a be- 


25 
With a delicious, little, pretty, * Mouth. 
Oh! 


witching Neck, and tempting, riſing, ſwelling Breaſt. 


Cour. Ah h h h —— 

Beau. Then ſuch a Proportion, ſuch a Shape, ſuch 2 
Waſte 

Cour. Hold: Go no lower, if thou lov'ſt me. 

Beau. But by your leave, Friend, I hope to 80 ſome- 
thing lower, if ſne loves me. 

Cour. But art thou certain, Beaugard. he i is all this 
thou haſt told me? fo fair, ſo tempting, ſo lovely, {a 
bewitching ? . 

Beau. No; for you muſt know, I never ſaw her Face 
in my Life: But 1 love my own. Pleaſure fo well, that 
I'll imagine all this, and ten times more, if it be poſſible. 

Cour. Where lives ſhe? 

Beau. That I know not neither; but my Orders are 
to meet her fairly and ſquarely this Evening by Seven, at 
a certain civil Perſon's Shop, in the upper Walk at the 


New Exchange, where ſhe promiſes to be very good- 


natur'd, and let me know more of her Mind. 

Cour. Pl e'en go home, like a miſerable Blockhead 
as I am, to my Lodging, and ſleep. 

Beau. No, Ned: Thou knoweſt my good Chances 
have always been lucky to thee : Who can tell but this 
Lady errant, that has ſeized upon my Perſon, may have 
a ſtraggling Companion, or ſo, not unworthy my Friend: 

Cour. Tis impoſſible. 

Beau, Not at all; for, to deal heartily with thee in 
this Buſineſs, tho' I never ſaw her Face, or know who 
the is; yet thus far I am ſatisfied, ſhe is a Woman very 
witty, very well bred, of a pleaſant Converſation, with 
2 generous Diſpoſition, and, what is better than all, if 
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I am not extremely miſinformed, of noble Quality, and 
damnably Rich: Such a one cannot want good, pretty, 
little under-finners, Ned, that a Man may fool away an 
Hour or two withal very comfortably, - 
Cour. Why then I'll be a Man again. Wife, avaunt, 
and come not near my Memory; Impotence attend the 
very thoughts of thee. At Seven, you = this Even- 
ing ? 
Beau. Preciſely. 
Cour, And ſhall I go Dake with 50 for a ſmall 
| Venture 1 in this Love-Voyage ? 
Beau. With all my Heart. 
Cour. But how ſhall we diſpoſe of the „ 
Time, till the happy Minute ſmile upon us? 
Beau. With Love's beſt Friend, and our own honeſt 
old. Acquaint:.nce, edifying Cghampaięn, Ned; and for 
good Company, tho' it be a Rarity, I'll carry thee to dine 
with the beſt I can meet with, where we'll warm our 
Blood and Thoughts with generous Glaſſes, and free- 
hearted Converſe, till we forget the World, and think of 
nothing but immortal Beauties, and eternal Loving. 
Cour. Then here p frike the League with thee : 
And now | 
Methinks we're both upon the Wing together, 
Bound for new Realms of Joy, and Lands of Pleaſure: 
Where Men were never yet enſlav'd by Wiving, | 


& 


But all their Cares are handſomly contriving 
'T'improve the noble Arts of perfect Living. [ Exe. 


ACT n. SCENE I. 


Enter Courtine and Beaugard. 


COURTINE. 


da&af UT was that thy Father? 
Beau. Yes, that civil, ſober, old Gent'e: 
man, Courtine, is my Father: And, to tell 
yy thee the Truth, as wicked and as poor as 
ever his Son was, I ſent him a Cordial of a 
hundred Guineas this Morning, which he will be ſure to 
| loſe all before to-morrow Morning, and not have a Shilling 
to help himſelf. 

Cour. Methoughts, as I look d into the Room, he rat- 
tled the Box with a great deal of Grace, and e half a 
dozen Rappers very youthfully. 

Beau. Prithee no more on't, *tis an irreverent 9 
and next to Atheiſm ; I hate making meryy with the 
Frailties of my Father. 

Cour. But then as to the Lady, Beaugard. 

Beau. "Tis near the Hour appointed, and that's the 
Shop we meet at: the Miſtreſs of it, Courtine, is a h 
Well. wiſher to the Mathematicks ; and her Influence, I 
hope, may have no ill Effect o'er my Adventure. 

Cour, Methinks this Place looks as it were made for 
Loving; the Lights on each hand of the Walk. look 
ſtately ; and then the ruſling of Silk Petticoats, the Din 
and the Chatter of the pretty little party-colour'd Par- 
rots, that hop and flutter from one fide to th'other, puts 


every Senſe upon its proper office, and ſets * Wheels of 


Nature finely moving. 
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Beau. I wou'd the Lady-of my Motion would make 
haſte, and be punctual; the Wheels of my Nature move 
fo faſt elſe, that the Weight will be down before ſhe 
comes. OT : . 
Mom. Gloves or Ribbons, Sir: Very good Gloves or 
Ribbons, Choice of fine Eſſences. Captain Beaugard, 
ſhall I ſell you nothing to-day ? : 6 458 
Beau. Truly, Miſtreſs Furniſb, Tam come to lay out 
a Heart at your Shop this Evening, if my pretty Merchant- 
Adventurer don't fail to meet me here, 5 
Mom. What, ſhe that ſpoil'd your Devotion o Sunday 
laſt, Captain? | 5 
Beau, Doſt thou know her, my little Furniſs? 
Wom. There is a certain Lady in the World, Sir, that 
has done me the Honour to let me ſee her at my poor 
Shop ſometimes. | op 


Enter Porcia uad, and ſlands behind | Beaugard, 


Beau, And is ſhe very lovely? 

Vom. What think you, Sir? 
Beau. Faith, charitably enough. 

Fon. I'll ſwear ſhe is oblig d to you. 

Beau. And I would very fain be oblig'd to her too, if 
*twere poſſible. Will ſhe be here to-night? 

Por. Yes, marry will ſhe, Captain. | 
Beau. Are you there indeed, my little Picaroon ? 
What, attack a Man of War of my Burden in the Stern, 
Pirate ? | 3 

Por. Lord, how like a Soldier you are pleas'd to ex- 
preſs yourſelf now ! I warrant you, to carry on the Me- 
taphor, you have forty more merry things to ſay to me 
upon this Occaſion ; as, plying your Chace. guns, laying 
yourſelf athwart my Halſer, boarding me upon the Fore- 
caſtle, clapping all under Hatches, carrying off the | 
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Prize to the next Port of Security, and there rummaging 
and rifling her. Alas, poor Captain 

Cour. Poor, Madam ! He has two thouſand a Year, and 

nothing but an old Father to provide for. . 

Por. Sir, is this fine, ſober, brown-bearded Gentle- 
man to be your Steward, he underſtands your Affairs ſo 
well already ? 

Beau. The Truth on't is, Madam, he does wait for an 
Office under me, and may in time, if he behave himſelf 
handſomly, come to Preferment, 

Cour. This I have got by my Beard already. If ſhe 
ſhould but know me now. [ Afde- 
Beau. Well, Madam, are your Commands ready? May 

J know the Task I am to undertake, before I lay claim 
to the Happineſs of ſeeing that handſome, homely, fair, 
black, young, ancient, tempting, or frightful Face which 
you conceal ſo malicioufly ? For hang me, as I have de- 
ſerved long ago, if I know what to make of this extraor- 
dinary Proceeding of yours. 

Por. In the firſt place, Captain, this Face of mine, 
be it what it will, if you behave yourſelf as you ſhould 

do, ſhall never put you out of Countenance. 

Beau. In troth, and that's ſaid kindly, 

Por. For I am young, Captain. | 
Beau. I am glad on't with all my Heart. . 

Por. And if the World ſpeaks Truth, not very ugly; 

Beau, So much the better ſtill. 

Por, Next, I'm no Hypocrite. | 

Beau, Ha! 

Por. But love my Pleaſure, and will hold my Li- 
berty. 

Beau. Noble. | 

Por, I am rich too. wr 

Beau. Better and better. 

Por. But what's worſt of al. 

Beau. Out with't. 
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, 39 The ATHEIST: Or; 

Por. I doubt I am fillily in Love. 

Cour. With whom, dear Miracle? 

Por. Not with a marry d Man, ſweet Monſieur * "20 
tine. 

Cour. 3 her, but me knows me [45 4] Why 
good Madam —— | 

Beau. Nay, F riend, no ruffling; keep * Articles, 
and keep your Diſtance. 5 
Por. Have you then made your Eſcape, Hir, from your | 
dear Wiſe, the Lady Tyrant of your inchanted Caſtle in 
the Country, to run a wandring after new Adventures 
here ? Oh, all the Windmills about London beware ! 

Cour. Ay, and Watermills too, Madam — In the 
Devil's Name, what will become of me?  [Afide. 

Por. For the 2uixot of the Country is abroad; Mur- 
der by his Side, Enterpriſes in his Head, and Horror in 
his Face. GE ZSF}O 

Cour. O Lord! 

Beau. Do you know this Friend of mine then, Madam ? 

Por. I have heard of ſuch a Hero, that was very fa- 
mous about two Years ſince for ſelling himſelf to a 
Plantation in the Country, for five thonluc Pounds, Was | 
not that the Price, Sir? 

Cour. Your Ladyſhip i is pleas'd to be very ſree, Ma- 
dam; that's all. 

Por. So were you, at that time, Sir, or you had ne'er 
parted with your dear Liberty on ſuch reaſonable Terms 
ſurely. Bleſs us ! Had you but loolꝰd about you a little, 
what a Market might have been made of that tall, pro- 
per, promiſing Perſon of yours ! that 

Cour. Hell confound thee heartily, heartily. 

Por. That Face, which now, o'er grown with rueful 
Beard, looks as you had ſtole it from the Retinue of a 
Ruſſian F.mbaſly | Fogh ! I fancy all Fellows. r are 
marry'd ſmell of Train- oil and Garlick. 


Beau. 
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Beau. And yet twenty to one, that is a ſtinking Cendi- 
tion you'll have a Deſign to ſeduce ſome -_ n 
Monſter or another into, one Day. 


Por. Never, by that Badge of Slavery, his Beard there. 
Beau. How that dear Proteſtation has charm'd me! 


Cour. O'my Conſcience I myſelf could be half re- 


conciled to her again too. 2 


Por. In ſhort, to give you one infal! ible Arg 
that I never will marry, I have been marry'd already, 
that 15, ſold : For being the Daughter of a very rich Mer- 
chant, who dying, left me the only Heireſs of an im- 
menſe Fortune; it was my ill Luck to fall into the Hands 
of Guardians, that, to ſpeak properly, were Raſcals ; 
for in a ſhort time they conſpired amongſt themſelves, 
and for baſe Bribes, betray'd, ſold, and marry'd me to 
a — Husband ; that's all. 


Beau. In troth, and that's NE Conſcience : But 


where is this Husband ? - 

Por. Heaven be thanked, dead and bury'd, Captain. 

Beau. Amen with all my Heart. 

Cour. A Widow, * my Manhood! a downright nor 
dy Widow. | 

Por. What wou'd your Cream-pot in the Countth 
give for that Title, think you? 

Cour. Not more than I would, that thy Husband 
were alive to revenge my Quarrel on the. 

Beau. And what's to be done, thou dear One ? 

Por. Look upon me as a Lady in Diſtreſs, Captain; 
and by the Honour of a Soldier conſider on ſome Way 
for my Deliverance. | 

Beau. From what ? Where is the Danger 

Por. Every Way it threatens me: For into the very 


Hands my ill Fortune threw me before, has it betrayed 
me again, Friend. 


| Beau. Hah ! 
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32 The ATHEIST: Or, 


Por. The Principal is an Uncle ; old, . tyran- 


nical, and covetous. 


Beau. Hell confound him for it. 

Por. My Fortune lying moſt in his Hands, ed 
me upon my Widowhood to give up myſelf again there 
too, where he has ſecured and confined me with more 
Tyranny than if I had been a Pris'ner for Murder; guards 


me Day and Night with ill look d Rogues, that wear 


long, broad, terrible Swords, and ſtand Centine! up and 


down the Rouſe with Muſquetoons and Blunderbuſſes. 


Cour. So, here's like to be ſome Miſchief going 


Forward, that's one Comfort. 


Por. Murder and Marriage are the two dreadful things 
I ſeem to be threaten'd with: Now gueſs what Pity it is 


| that ever either of thoſe Miſchiefs ſhould fall upon me. 


Baar. By the gallant Spirit that's in thee, I'll fairly f 


be gibbeted firſt. 


Por. No need of that, Captain, neither: For to thew 
you I deſerve your Protection, I have had the Courage 
to break Gaol, run away, and make my Eſcape hither, 


purely to keep my Word with you. Deal like a Man 
. of Honour by me ; and when the Storm that will fol- 


low is blown a little over, here's a white Hand upon 


it, Dll not be ungrateful. 


Beau. And in token I believe. thee, Pl kiſs it moſt 


| religiouſly. 


Cour. Why the Devil did I marry ? Madam, oneWord 
with you : Have you never a married Lady of your Ac- 
quaintance, that's as good-natur'd as you, * would 
fain be a Widow as you are, too? | 

Por. Why do you aſk, Sir ? | 

Cour. Becauſe I would cut her Husband's Throat, and 


make her one for my own proper Uſe. 


Por, Til ask your own Lady, Sir, that . next 
time I ſee her, if you 2 | 


Gear. 


i. 
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Ga Why, doſt thou know her, then? 
Dor. Ta: 


Conr.: Then E may chavce ſhettly-to-have'd 3 


on't : IT have made a pretty Evening ä of * as 
be praiſed. 


Enter two Men 7 ul d. 


1 Man. Run away, lewdly ? ? Damnation 85 

2 Man. Look 

1 Man. By H n it muſt be ſhe. 

2 Man. The Men are well arm'd. 

: Man. No matter; we muſt carry her, or all's loſt 
elſe. 

2 Man. PI not firink from you. 

1 Man. That's well ſaid. — Sir, if you Plenies 2 
Word with you. 

Beau. With me, Sir? 

1 Man Yer 

Beau. Courtine, be civil a little: 

1 Man. Sir, it is my Misfortune to be PEN” for 
the Honour of a Lady that has not been altogether ſo care- 
ful of it herſelf as ſhe ought to have been. 

Bean. I am ſorry for't, Sir. 

1 Man. You being a Gentleman, whoſe Character I 
have had an advantageous Account of, I would make 


it my Petition to you, if ſhe be of ycur Acquaintanee, 


not to engage yeurſelf in any thing that may give me 
occaſion to be your Enemy. 

Beau. Sir, I ſhould be highly glad of any brave 
Man's Friendſhip, and ſhould be troubled if E appear 


concern'd in any thing that may hazard the Loſs of 


yours. 


1 Man. That Lady you tal k'd withar — 


Bean. My Miſtreſs, Sir. 
i Man. Miſtreſs ! 1 
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Beau. Yes, Miſtreſs, Sir: I love her, doat on her, am 


damnably in Love with her: ſhe is under my Protec- 


tion too, and whenever there's Occaſion, as far as this ſin- 
ful Body of mine will bear me out in it, Þll defend 
her, 8 
1 Man. Do you know ber? 
Beau. Not ſo well as I would do, Sir. 
1 Man. What's her Name? 
Beau. A Secret. | 
1 Man. She muſt along mich me, Sir. 
Beau. No, that muſt not be, Sir. 
2 Man. This Lady, Sir | 
Cour. You lye, Sir — Hah ! — Beaupard / F 
[Draw and fight. Porcia runs away ſqueaking. Cour- 
tine diſarms his Adverſary, and comes up to 2 
Beau. Stand faſt, Ned. 
Cour. Held thy dead-doing Hand, 
Thou Son of Slaughter. 
I Man. Sir, there may come a Time 
Beau. When you'll learn Manners. 
1 Man. And teach 'em you too. 
Cour. We are well known. ; 
1 Man. And ſhall not be forgotten. 
Come, Friend. [Exennt two 5 
Beau. Confound em! This muſt be a Brother, a 


Kinſman, or a Rival, he ply'd ſo warmly. 


Cour. Tis a hard Caſe, that a Man cannot hold civil 


Correſpondence with a good-natur'd Female, but pre- 


ſently ſome hot-headed Fellow of the Family, or other, 
runs horn-mad with Jealouſy, and fancies his Blood 
ſmarts as often as the Woman's itches. 
Beau. This heroick Perſon's Siſter, Kinſwoman, his 
Miſtreſs, or whate'er ſhe be, is like to get much Repu- 
tation by his hectoring and quarrelling for her; and 

he as much Honour by being beat for her. 


C r. 
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Cour. Nay, when Cuckolds or Brothers fight for the 
Reputation ef a back · ſliding Wife or Siſter, it is a very; 
pretty Undertaking, doubtlels. As for nie Jam 
a Cuckold now. 

Beau. All in good time, Ned; do not be too haſty. 

Cour. And being much troubled in Spirit, meeting” 
with the Spark that has done me the Honour, with a 
great deal of Reſpect I make my Addreſs — as thus 
Me Noble Sir, you hawe done me re the Favour to lie with: 

any Wife. 

Beau, Very well. 

Cour. All I beg of you is, that you avould do your beſt 1 
Endeavour to run me through the Guts to-morrow Morning, 
and it will be the greateſt Satisfaction in the World. 

Beau. Which the good-natur'd Whore-maſter does very 
decently : ſo down. falls the Cuckold at Barn-Ems, and 
riſes again next Day at Holbourn in a Ballad. But all 
this while what is become of the Widow, Ned? 

Cour. Faith ſhe has e'en done very wiſely, I think 5+ 
as ſoon as ſhe had ſet us together by the Ears, ſhe: 
very fairly ran for't. | 

Beau. A very noble Account of our firſt Evening's 
Enterprize !. But Pox on't, take Courage; and fince we 
have loſt this Quarry, let us e'en beat e a little, j 
_ _ ſee what. other dan we can meet with. | BB 


E 

Enter Lucrece majÞd. . 
Luc. Sir, Sir! Captain = lets 
Cour. With you again, Beaugard. Agare ho. !* Wits 


Beau. With me, my Miſtreſs ? 
Luc. Yes, with you, my Maſter. = 

Cour. I wonder when o' the Devil's Name, it will 
come to my turn. 1 

Luc. Being a particular Friend of yours,” Captain, I 
am come to tell you, the World begins to talk very 
ſcandalouſly of you, =» Fs 1 
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* 
. 


Beau. Look thee, Sweet-heart, the World's an Aſs 


and common Fame a common Strumpet : So long as ſuch 


pretty good-natur'd Creatures, as thou ſeemeſt to be, 
think but well of me, let the World be hang'd, as it was 
once drown'd, if it will. 


Luc. I muſt let you know too, Captain, that your 5 


Love Intrigues are not ſo cloſely manag'd, but that they 


will ſhortly grow the Subject of all the Satyr and Con- 


tempt in Town : Your holding Converſation with a drag- 
gle-taild Maſk in the Church Cloyſters on Sunday; 


your meeting with the very Scandal here again this E- 


vening ; ſuffering yourſelf to be impoſed upon, and jilted 
by her; and at laſt, running the hazard of a damnable 
beating by a couple of plauſible Hectors, that made you 


believe your Miftreſs had Honour enough to be con- 


cerned for. 

Beau. Really, my little Wolf i in x Sheep' 8 Fleece, this 
founds like very good Doctrine; but what. Uſe mult 1 
make of it, Child ? 


| Luc. Methinks, Captain, that ſhould not be ſo hard 


to find out; my ſetting upon you in a Maſk myſelf, 
and railing at the laſt Woman that did ſo before me, 


might eaſily inform you, I have a certain deſign of 


trying who's Heart's hardeſt, yours or mine. 

Cour. Then, my little Miſchief, you ſhould not enter 
the Liſts upon unequal Terms, with that black Armour 
upon your Face, that makes you look as dreadfully as 


the Black Night in a Romance. 


Lac. Good Captain, what's that ſober Gentlemar' $ 
Name ? For certainly I have ſeen him before now. 


Beau. His Name in the Fleſh, my pretty one, is 8 
tine ; a very honeſt Fellow, good natur'd, and wicked 


enough for thy purpoſe of all Conſcience. 
Luc. Courtize ! Bleſs us for ever ! What, the Man 


that's marry'd ? ? 


Cour, 


"yg 2 
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Cour. The Man that's marry'd ? yes, the Man that's 
marry'd. Sdeath, though I be weary on't, 1 am not 
aſham'd of my Condition. Why the Devil didſt thou 


tell her my Name? I ſhall never thrive with any Wo- 


man that knows me. The Man that's marry'd ! Zeunds, 
I am as ſcandalous as the Man that's to be hang'd. 

Luc. But you'll never be thought ſo handſome. To 
make few Words with you, Sir, I am one that mean you 
fairer Play than ſuch an inconſtant, fickle, falſe-hearted 
Wanderer as you deſerves. 


Beau. Then why doſt thou conceal thyſelf ? Thoſe 


whoſe Deſigns are fair and noble, ſcorn to hide their 
Faces : Therefore give me leave to tell thee, Lady, if 
thou think'ſt to make uſe of me only to create ſome Jea- 
louſy in another Woman, I am no Inſtrument to be that 
way managed ; na, I am conſlant, I — but if thou lov'it 
me 
Luc. Have you any more Doubts chat trouble you 2 
Beau. None, by this ſweet Body of thine. 
Luc. Know then, Sir, it has been my n to 
watch you, haunt you, and dog you theſe ſix Months: 
being, to my eternal Torment, jealous of that ravenous 
Kite your Widow, your Widow, Captain : Nay, fince 
] have confeſt my Weakneſs, know from this Hour I'll de- 
feat all her Ambuſhes, all the falſe Baits ſhe lays to enſnare 
your Heart, till J obtain the Victory of it myſelf, much 
more my Due, in that I'm not beneath her in Beauty, 
Birth, or Fortune, or indeed in any thing bat her Years, 
Captain ; therefore if you have that Merit the World re- 
ports of you, make the beſt uſe of this preſent Advice; 
and fo farewell, till you hear from me further. [ Exit. 
Beau. Now may I do by my Miſtreſſes, as the Boys do 
by their Farthings, huſtle them in a Hat together, and 


go to Heads or Tails for em —— Hah ! Let me never {ce 


Day again, if yonder be not coming towards us the very 
Rascal I told thee of tld MOSS our faux Atheiſt: 
5 vo 
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now will I ſhew thee as notable a Spirit as ever paſt upo 
ber eee World far a fine Henan. à Philoſo phr. | 


Enter D 


What, Daredevil a good Evening to thee : Why, where 
haſt thou been, old Blaſphemy, theſe forty Hours ? I 
ſhall neyer be converted from Chriſtianity, if thou doſt 
not mind thy Bus'neſs better. Wh 

' Dared. Been, quoth-a ! 1 | SR been 1 T have half 
loſt my honeſt Senſes, Man : Would any Body that knows 
me believe it? Let me be bury'd alive, if the Rogues of 
the Pariſh I live in have not indicted me for a Papiſt. 

Beau. The Devil ! a Papiſt? 

| Dared. Pox on em, a Papiſt ! when the impudent 
Villains know, as well as 1 do, that I have no Religion 
at all. 

Cour. No Religion, Sir? Are you of no = 

Dared. Is he an honeſt F ellow, Beaugard? 

Beau. Oh, a very honeſt Fellow; thou mayſt truſt 
bim with thy Damnation, I'll warrant thee: Anſwer 
him, anſwer him. 

© Dared. I never goto Church, Sir. 

Cour. But what Religion, are you f? 1 5 
Dare. Of the Religion of the Inner Temple, the Com- 
mon-Law Religion; I believe in the Law, truſt in the 
Law, enjoy what I have by the Law : For if. ſuch a reli- 
gious Gentleman, as you are, get fifty pounds in my debt, 
I may go to Church and pray till my Heart akes; but 

the Law muſt make you pay me at laſt. 

Cour. Tis certainly che fear of Hell, and — of 
Happineſs, that makes People live in Honeſty, Peace, and 
Union one towards another. 
|  Dared. Fear of Hell Hark thee, Peaugard ; this Com- 
panion of thine, as I apprehend, is but a ſort of a ſhal- 
low Monſter, Fear of Hell ! No, Sir, *tis fear of Hang 


ing. 
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4 ing. Who, would not ſteal, or do Murder every time 
his Fingers itch at it, were it not for fear of the Gal- 
lows ? Do not you, with all your Religion, ſwear almoſt 
as often as you ſpeak ? break and prophane the Sabbath? 
lie with your Neighbours Wives? and covet their 
Eſtates, if they be better than your own? Yet thoſe 
things are forbid by Religion, as well as ſtealing and 
cutting of 'Throats are, No, had every Commandment 
but a Gibbet belonging to it, I ſhould not have four 
King's Evidences to day ſwear impudently I was a Pa- 
piſt, when I was never at Maſs yet ſince I was born, 
nor indeed at any other Worſhip theſe twenty Vears. 

Cour. Why then, Sir, between Man and Man, you 

aft really of no Religion? | 

Dared. May be I am, Sir: may be I am not, Sir: 
When you come to know me better, — to one but 
you'll be better ſatisfied. 

Cour. Does your Honour think there may be a Devil ? 

Dared. I never ſaw him, Sir. 

Cour. Have you a mind to ſee him? 

Dared. I'd go fifty Miles barefoot, to ſee but a F tend: 
that belonged to his Family. 

Beau. That's a damn'd Lie, to my Knowledge: For 
J ſaw the Rogue fo ſcar'd, that his Hair ſtood upright, 
but at the ſight of a poor black Water Spaniel, that 
met him in the dark once. 
Cour. What think you of Conſcience? 

Dared. I do not think of it at all, Sir; it never trou- 
bles me. 
Cour. Did you do a Murder? 
Dared. | won't tell you. 
Cour. Thou art the honeſter Fellow for it; I love a 


friendly Rogue, that can keep ſuch a Secret, at my Heart. 
. Dared. Do you 5 


Cour. Ay. 


Beau. 
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Beau. So, that's well faid; now well to work with 
him preſently. Doſt thou hear, Daredevil ? this honeſt 


Friend of mine is ſomething troubled in Spirit, and wants 


Silver 


2 little of thy ghoſtly Advice in a Point of Difficulty. 
Dared. Weil, and what is't? I ſhall be civil, and do 
him all the good I can. | 
Beau. In few words, he's marry'd, plagu'd, woabled, 
and Hag-ridden by the eternally-tormenting Witchcraft 
of a vexatious, jealous Familiar, call'd a Wife. 
Duared. A Wife! that ever any Fellow that has but two 
grains of Brains in his Skull, ſhould give himſelf the 
trouble to complain of a Wife, fo long as there is Arſe- _ 


nick in the World! 
Beau. Nay, it is a meer ſhame, and ſcandalous ſhams, 


When it is ſo Cheap too. 
Cour. Would you have me Poiſon her? 
Dared. Poiſon her! ay, what would you do with her 
. elſe, if you are weary of her? | 

Cour. But if I ſhou'd be call'd to a terrible Account 
for ſuch a Thing hereafter — &— | 

Dared. Hereafter ! Croſs my Hand with a Piece of 
that is to ſay, give me e'T bree pence.— 
. hree-pence, my Deareſt—— 

Cour. Well, and what then ? 

Duared. Why, for that inconſiderable n Til be Se- 
curity for thee, and bear thee harmleſs for hereafter; 
that's all. 

Beau. Faith, and cheap enough of all Conſcience. | 

Cour. This is the honeſteſt Acquaintance I ever met 
withal, Beaugard. _ 

Beau. Oh, a very honeft Fellow; very honeſt. 

Cour. Prithee then, Daredevil, if that be thy Title, 
ſince we have fa happily met this Evening, let us grow 
more intimate, and eat and drink together. | 

Dared. Faith and troth with all my Heart: Pox on 
me, Boy but, I love Drinking mightily ; and, to tell 
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as truth on't, I am never ſo well ſatisfied in my out-of- 
the-way Principles, as when I am drunk, very Drunk. 
Drunkenneſs is a | om Quieter of the Mind, a great 
Soother of the Spirit. 

Beau. And ſhall we be very free, my little Atheiſtical 
disbelieving Dog? wilt thou open thy Heart, as ſpeak 
very frankly of Matters that ſhall be nameleſs? 

Dared. Much may be done: I ſeldom hide my T a- 
lent, I am no Niggard of my Parts that way. 

Beau. To tell thee a Secret then, Daredevil, we two 
are this Night, for ſome weighty Conſiderations, to give 
a Treat to the People of the Duke's Theatre, after the 
Play's done, upon their Stage ; we are to have the Mu- 
fick too; and the Ladies, tis hoped, will not deny us 
the Fayour of their fair Company. Now, my dear Ini- 
quity, ſhall we not, thinkeſt thou, if we give our Minds 
to it, paſs an Evening pleaſantly enough? 

Dared. Rot me, with all my Heart: I love the Project 
of Treating upon the Stage extreamly too. But will 
there, will there be none of the Poets there? ſome of 
the Poets are pretty Fellows, very pretty Fellows; they 
are moſt of em my Diſciples in their Hearts, and now 

and then ſtand up for the Truth manfully. 33 | 

Beau. Much may happen : But in the next place, after 
Supper we have reſolved to ſtorm a certain enchanted Ca- 
ſte, where I apprehend a fair Lady, newly enter'd into 
League with an honeſt Friend of thine, called myſelf, 
is kept a Pris ner, by an old, ill-natur'd, ſnarling Dog 
in a Manger, her Guardian. Thou wilt make one at 
it, wilt thou net, my little Daredevil ? | 

Dared. Dam'me, we'll burn the Houle. * 

Cour. Damme, Sir! Do you know what you A 
You believe noHach thing. 

Dared. Words of courſe, Child, meer Words of courls;: 
We uſe an hundred of em in Converſation, which are 
indeed ous in the nature of expletives, and fignify no- 

| thing 
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So if I ſpeak not well, the Fault's not mine. 


| \ Dared. Before the Clock firike Nine. 
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thing: as, Dam' me, Sir; Rot me Sir; Conſound me, 917 Af 


which purport no more than So, Sir; And, Sir; or Then, 


Sir, at the worſt: For my part, I always ſpeak what 1 
think; no Man can help thinking what he does think: 


Beau. Diſtinguiſhed like a learned Schoal-Divine. 
Cour. When meet we at the Play-Houſe then? 


Beau. Where we'll have Muſick, Women, Mirth. 
Dared And very much good Wine. | [E xeunt. 


re 1. 


ler III. 


| as 

Enter Beaugard, Courtine, and Daredevil. | 2 
BEAUGARD. 1 

n 


& S not this living now ? who that knew the 

108 sweets of Liberty, the uncpntroul'd Delights i 

HE 2 the Freeman taſtes of, Lord of his own Hours, | 
] 


IJ*: 12 7G King of his own Pleaſures, juſt as Nature 
meant him firſts 
eie each Minute by all his Appetites. 
Which he indulges like a bounteous Maſter, JOY 
That's ſtill ſupply'd with various full Enjoy ments; 
And no intruding Cares make one Thought bitter. 
Dared. Very well this; this is all but very well. 
Cour. Nay, not one Rub, to interrupt, phe Courſe 
Of a long rolling, gay, and wanton I fe. 


In a wick flow? ry. Hale its Meaſure long, Eid 
Beauteous its Proſpect, and at the End al 
| ts A ſhady 
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A ſhady peaceful Glade, where, when the pleaſant Race 


is over, | 
We glide away, and are at reſt for ever. 

Beau. Who that knew this, would let himſelf be a 

Slave EE 

To the vile Cuſtoms that the World's debauch'd in? 
Who'd interrupt his needful Hours of Reſt, to riſe and 
yawn upon a Shop in Cornhill? Or what's as bad, make 
a ſneaking Figure in a great Man's Chamber, at his ri- 
ſing in a Morning? Who would play the Rogue, Cheat, 
Lie, Flatter, Bribe or Pimp, to raiſe an Eſtate for a 
Blockhead of his own begetting, as he thinks, that ſhall 
waſte it as ſcandalouſly as his Father got it? Or who, 
Courtine, would marry to beget ſuch a Blockhead? 

Cour. No Bcdy but ſuch.a Blockhead as my ſe f. Beau- 


gard, that's certain; but J will, if poſſible, attone for that 
Sin of mine in the future Courſe of my Life, and grow 


as zealous a Libertine as thou wouldit wiſh thy Friend 
to be. 


_  Dared. Theſe are Rogues that pretend to be of a Re- 
ligion now Well, all that 1 * is, Honeſt Atheiſm for 


my Money. 


Beau. No, grant me while I live the eaſy Being Iam 
at preſent poſſeſt of; a kind, fair She, to cool my 


Bloed, and pamper my Imagination withal ; an honeſt 
Friend or two, like thee, Courtine, that I dare truſt my 
Thoughts to; generous Wine, Health, Liberty, and 


no. Diſhonour; and when I ask more of F ortune, let 
her &en make a Beggar of me: What ſayſt thou to this, 
Daredevil ? Is not this coming as near thy Doctrine as 


a young Sinner can conveniently ? 


Dared. Nay, I have very great Hopes of you, that's 
my Comfort. 


Cour. But why did we part with the Women ſo 1 2: 
Beau. O, Courtine, Reputation, Reputation! I am a 


young Spark, and mult ſtand wn my CIOs Friend : 
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re NF: Or, 
The Rogues that cheat all the Week, and go to Church 
in clean Bands o' Sundays, will advance no neceſſary 


Sums upon my Revenues elſe, when there may be Occa- 


fion : Beſides, IJ have a Father in Town, a grave, ſober, 
ſerious old Gentleman, call'd a Father. 


Dared. One that will Drink, Rant, Whore, and Gan, 


and i is as full of RIS as his worſnipful Son here, 
Beau. Ha! 


1 nter Father. 


Fath. very well, very noble, truly, Son! This is the 
Care you are pleaſed to take of my Family ! Sit up all 
Night, Drink, Whore, ſpend your Eſtate, and give your 
Soul to the Devil, a very fine — Hickup — This Agua- 
mirabilis and the old Hock does not agree with * Sto- 
mach. 


Beau. Daredevil ſtick to me now, and help me out 


at a dead Lift, or I am loſt for ever. Sir, I hope my 


being here, has not done vou, nor any Friend of yours 


an Injury. 

FTatb. Injury No, Sir; tis no Injury for you to take 
- your Swill in Plenty and Voluptuouſneſs . Hick - 
while your poor Father, Sirrah, muſt be contented to 


drink paltry Sack, with dry-bon'd, old, batter'd Rogues, 


and be thankful, You muſt have your fine jolly young 
Fellows, and bonny buxom brawny-bum'd Whores, you 


Dog, to reyel with and be hang'd to you, muſt you? 


Sirrah, you Rogue, I ha' loſt all my Money. 
Beau. J am ſorry for it, Sir. 


Fath. Sorry for it, Sir, —— Hickup Is that all? 
Dared, If thou art very poor, old Fellow, take a ſwing- 


ing Doſe of Opium, and ſleep upon't; tis the beſt thing 
in the World for old Gentlemen that have no Money. 
Or wilt thou be good Company ? wilt thou ſit Gown and 

| hang a Bottle, old Boy; Hlah? g : 
ath. 
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Fat Heh! crack a Bottle ? 


Dared. Ay, crack a Bottle: What fay'ſ * to that 


comfortable Propoſition ? 


Cour. Come, Sir, here's your good Health, all to 
your better Fortune. 

Fath. A very honeſt Fellow, Fack ; theſe are very 
honeſt Fellows; what is your Name, Friend ? 


Dared. My Name is Daredevil, Friend; of the antient 


Family of the Daredewils in the North, that have not 
had a Church in their Pariſh, Chaplain in their Houſe, 


Prayers publick or private, or Graces at Meals fince. the 
Conqueſt: 


Fath. Sir, I have heard much of your Family: ; it is a 
very antient honourable Family; and I am glad to find 


my Sen has made Choice of ſuch a noble Acquaintance — 


Sir, my Service to you I proteſt a Cup of very pret- 
ty Claret, very pretty Claret. 


Cour. And he has top'd is off as prettily, I'll ſay that 
for him. 


Fath. Fack, J have loſt all my Money, F ack. 
Beau. Have you been robb'd, Sir? 
Fath. Robb'd, Sir! No, Mr. Saucy-face, I ha' not 


been robb'd, Sir, but I have been nick'd, Sir, and that's 
as bad, Sir, You are a worthy Perſon, and. I'll make | 


you my Judge. 

Dared. Come along then. 

Fath, The Main was Seven, and the 1 Four: I 
had juſt thirty Pound upon it, and my laſt Stake: The 


Caſter threw, nothing came of it: I chang'd his Dice; 


he threw again, to as little Purpoſe as before. 

Dared. Very ftrange, truly. 

Fath, 1 chang'd his Dice again, he threw again : So 
he threw, and I chang'd ; and I chang'd, and he threw 
for at leaſt half an Hour; till at laſt Do you mark 


me? * Dice powd' ring out of the Boà*.— 


Dared. 
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Dared. That's plain, r 

Fath. One of them trips aka ay Foot of a Candle- 
ſtick, ard up comes two Duces, two Duces, Sir, do 
you hear? and ſo J Joſt my Money. No, Sir, I was not 
robb'd, Sir ; but I loſt it upon two Duces ; and that 
was ſo hard Fortune, that I'll hold you, or any Man 


living, fifty Pound to ten, that he does not throw two 


Duces before Seven again. 
Dared. Two Duces afore Seven! Two Duces are not 
to be thrown, Sir, not to be thrown. 
Beau. I am glad to hear you are fo rich, Sir, 


Fath. Rich, quoth a'! Pr'ythee be quiet, I am not | 


Worth a Shilling, Man. But, Sir, here you are Lord at 


large, enjoy your Drink and your Drabs, fit up all Night 


in the fulleſs of Iniquity, with worthy Eſquire Dare- 
devilofthe North here, with a Pox to you; whilſt I muſt 


be kept without a Shilling in my Pocket — But, Sir, — 


Beau. Sir, I ſent you a hundred Pound yeſterday 
: Morning. 


Fath. Well, Sirrah, 1 I have had ill Luck and 


loſt it all: What then? 


Beau. Sir, to avoid Diſpute, ſhall I make one Pro- 
poſition to you? _ 

Fath. Heh! With all my Heart. Look you, Facky- 
Boy, I am not againſt thy taking thy moderate Diverſi- 
ons, ſo long as I ſee thou keepeſt good Company, neither. 
But —ſneak what ready Money thou haſt into my Hand, 
and ſend me the reſt of other hundred to my Lodging. 
Beau. Do you think it reaſonable, that as often as two 
Duces are thrown before- Seven, I muſt advance a hun- 
dred Pound to make the Devil's Bones rattle, Sir? 

Fath. Sirrah, you area Rebel; and I could find in my 
Heart to cut your Throat, Sir, you have a Father? — 
Dared. No, Sir. 

Fath. No, Sir! 


Dare. | 


300Gb 
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Dared. No, Sir; I broke his Heart long ago, before 
I came to be at Years of Diſcretion : I hate all Fathers, 
and always did, 
Fatb. O Lord ! Hark you, at that Fellow's Pro- 
feſlion ? 
Court, Oh, an Athieſt, Sir he believes neither God 


nor the Devil. 


 Fath. Sbud, I buftle up to kim, Are you an 
Atheiſt, Fellow ? hoh ? 

Dared. Ves, Sir, I am an Atheiſt, 

Fath. And what think you will become of you when 
you die? hoh? 

Dared. I ſhall be buried fix Foot under Ground, ta 
prevent ſtinking, and there grow rotten, 

Fath. Oh Lord! | 

Dared If I chance to be hang'd, NES a luſty finewy Fel- 
low, the Corporation of Barber- Chirurgeons, may be may 
beg me for an Anatomy, to ſet me up in their Hall. I don't 


take much Care of myſelf while Jam living; and when 


T am dead, whatever happens to me will never trouble me. 
Fath. No more to be ſaid; my Son's in a very hopeful 
way to be damn'd, that's one Comfort, Impudent Rogue! 


Vou keep Company with the Devil's Reſident? You con- 


verſe with Foreign Miniſters, and deny your F ather a 
little dirty Money ? Fogh, Poltroon ! 

Beau. This is very hard, Sir ; but if ten Guineas will 
do you any Service 
Fatb. Ten Guineas? Let me fee; ten Guineas are a 
pretty little pidling Sum, that's the Truth on't: but what 
will it do, Facky-boy ? Serve, may be, to play at Tick- 
tack in an Afternoon, three Hits up for a Piece, or ſoz 


but when will that recover my Hundred again? Ten 


Guineas! Pox o'thy Ten Guineas.— Well, let me ſee 
the Ten Guineas though, — let me ſee them a little— 
7 acky boy, Fach, Fach, — You ha' drunk damnable 
hard _ you Os: you are a druken Dog, I be- 

lieve 


F — ING — ——ä—j 2 < 
1 * 0 e 


438 The AT HEIST: Or, 
lieve Han't you had a Whore too, Fach?! 
e © e—— You'll get the Pox, Sirrah, "and then —— But 
if thou do'ſt, I know a very able Fellow, an old Ac- b 
quaintance of mine Ten Guineas, Fachy ! 19 
Beau. There they are, Sir; and long may they laſt you. 5 
Fath. Make em Twenty, F acky Rogue; — you plump 
Cheek'd, merry Ey'd Rogue, make em Twenty — make 5 
'em fifteen then. Jachy-· boy, Facky, Facky. Do faith. 
Beau. Upon my Duty, you have ſtrip'd me, Sir. 1 
Fath. Then you hear, Friend, you Atheiſt, that are F- 
ſo free of your Soul, let us ſee if you dare venture a f 
little of your Money now— Come [ Draws out a Box and F 
Dice] Seven's the Main: I'll hold you ten Pounds to 
two, two Duces does not come before Seven. * 
Beau. At him, Daredevil ; Beggar him ence more, 
and we ſhall be rid of him. 4 
Dared. Done, Sir, done; down with your Money. 0 
 Fath. Here, you blaſphemous Dog, — D Doſt thou T 
| love Hazard? pl 
Dared. Dearly, from the bottom of s my Heart, Sir. 
Fath. I love thee the better fort t: Come along Seven 55 
Dared. Right. 
Fatb. Seven. 3 (7 brows two Duces. 
| Dared. 'Two Du ces! Yau ha' loſt, Sir. h 
Fatb. Dam' me Sir, lay your Hand upon my Money ? R 
Dared. Dam'me Sir, tis my Money; I won it fairly. 
Beau. Now, Courtine, now — 8 
Cour. Now look to't, Atheiſt ! 0 
Fath. Son of a Whore, you lie. Thus to my Hat, 
I ſweep the yellow IT and draw my Sword in f- 
witneſs they're my own. | 8 
Dared, Nay, then 1˙ll.äͤͤkꝛ!²?v Hp 
Cour. Hold, Sirs ; no drawing Swords, no quarrelling. | 
Dared. I am glad on't, with all my Heart; for 4 
thangh I am not much afraid of the Devil, I hate a 
drawn Sword mortally, [Aids. NF 


Beau. Good Sir Fo 4 

 Fath. Stand off — Dogs, Atheiſts, win an y Money 564 
Raſcal — Good morrowW. 

Beau. Till next time two Duces com bete 7 3 
4 then I am ſure to ſee or hear from you again infallibly. 

Cour. How doſt thou intend to diſpoſe of this wild, 
extravagant old Father of thine, Beaugard ? 


Beau. I hope to find him run ſo far in Debt > 


this Fortnight, that, to avoid the Calamity, he.fhall-be 
forced to compound with me for his Freedom, and be 
contented with a comfortable Annuity in the Country: 
thats all my Hopes of him. 


Cour. Which he'll ſell in one Quarter of a Year, and 


return to old London again, for t'other Game at Hazard. 

Beau, No, like a wiſe Guardian, I'll take care of 1 
contrary, lay it too far out of his Reach, and tie it too faſt 
for him, Why how now, Daredevil? What, in the 
Dumps? Tis an unruly old Gentleman; but you he has 
ſome Religion in him, Daredevil. 

Dared. Yes, Pox on him, to cheat me of my Money, 
"Tis well he was your F nl, Sits 1/55; 21 

Cour. Why? Ui 


Dared. Had he been my own, by theſe Hilts I eee 
have ſawed his old Windpipe aſunder nd the Spot. 
Rob of me of my Rigilt! 

Cour. Does he love fighting ſo well then ? I thought 
moſt of your Atheiſts had not much car d for that imper- 
tinent Exerciſe... - 

Dared. Tis a little impertinent, 8010 IU grant you 
for honeſt Fellows to fall out, ſquabble, and cut one an- 
other's Throats, to ſpoil good Commun : But when my 
Honour's injiur d 

Beau. Then, I know, thou art implacable. Day, for 
a fooliſh trifling Sum of Meney Cell | 

Dared. Traſh, Traſh, Dunghil, and F iltkineſs! 1 give 
it away to my Wenches and my at 3 we part with 

C it 
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it to every Body. upon all Octaſions. He that values 
Money, deſerves never to have the Benefit of it. 

Beau. A very noble Fragment of Philotophy ! But Cour- 
tine, the Morning i is new riſen again, and I have receiv'd 
Intelligence this Night, by a certain Miniſter I keep for 
ſuch Offices, where my poor diſtreſſed Widow is held 
in Durance: If thou thinkeſt there may be any Hopes 
for thee upon the Coaſt I am boond for, let us embark 
together, and good Luck attend us. 

Csur. No, I have other Projetts. Got. Marriage 
has eraek d my Credit ſo, that no Body that ktiows my 
Condition cares to deal with me. Therefore I am re- 

folv'd to ſet out for new Diſcoveries, and try ow I can 
thrive where my Name's a 8 

. Bean. What, this Morning! | 

Cour. This very Morning, Fortified with a, 
as I am, will I iſſue forth; and let all ſtraggling Wives, 
Widows, and Virgins have a Cate of their Cargoes. 

Beau. Nobly reſolv'd, and good Fortune guide thee. 
Thou, Daredevil, wilt not part with me: Thou art more 
a Friend than to leave thy Diſciple, when there is good 
ſubſtantial Sinning like to go forward; may be we may 
do a Murder before we part; fomething that is very 
wicked we'll not fail of. I] 

Dared. With all my Heart; let us fire a Houſe or | 
two, Poiſon a Conſtable and all his Watch, e ſix | 
Cinder-women, and kill a Beadle. 

Beau, Shall we do all this? 

Dared, Do it! I will do it. 
| R. Thou art the very Spirit of net 


Bu nter Footman, 


3 sir, Captain Braga 
Beau. With me Friend ? 5 
tun 
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S Form. Sir, there's a mask'd Lady in a Chair, at the 
Corner of the Street, deſires a Word with you inſtantly. 

Beau. Tell her I'm her Vaſſal, and will wait on her 
this Moment. Courtine, good morrow. 

Cour. Gone already ? 

Beau, Trading comes in, Friend, and I muſt mind my 
Calling, that's all. Allons, Daredevil, 

Dared. Friend, farewel to thee ; if either of us are run 
through the Langs, or ſhot in the Head, before we meet 
again, let us hear from one another out of the lower 
* World, how Matters go Went and what Entertainment 
8 they give us. 


To A. 


_- Cour, You ſhall find me a very civil Correſpondent, 
h Sir. 

b Dared. Farewell. | TEIN 
* Cour. The fame good Wiſh to you, Sir. Now will 


2 ] out into the middle of the Street, play at Blind-mans- 
Buff by myſelf, turn three times round, and _ catch: who 


I can. 
re 
od 
9 
7 SCENE h to the Street. E Bend 
| changes to the Street. nter 
or | ol Daredevil, | 
"ow 
20 HIS ſhould be the Ph, and yet. I 6 
no Chair. 
Dared. Then let us fall to Miſchief,  * 
Beau. Pr ythee a little Patience, tho it be 2 Virte, 
dear Temptation. : 


F . * ” L - 
* : 0 £ A 1 


Enter another Footman. 


— 


Berta, Sir, is your Name Captain 8 7 
mm, Beau, Yes, my dear Mercury, I am the happy Man; 
C2 Footm 
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Footm. Then, Sir, this Letter is for you. 
Fo Beau: Stay "till I read. it, Friend. 

Dot m. Sir, it requires no Anſwer. 

© Bean. What Jil“ s Trick now ? — Sir, =— 75 
meet us with your Savords in your Rand: this Morning be- 
hind the Corner Houſe of —By my Stars, a Challenge from 
the termagant Sparks that fell upon us laſt Night! Why, 
what a deal of Love and Honour have I upon my Hands 
now ! Daredevil, thou canſt fight ? 
Dared. Why, is there any Occaſion ? | 

Beau. Only a Challenge, Daredevil, that's all. See, 
| there? $ a Breakfaſt for thee, if thou haſt any Stomach to't. 

Dared. Idle Rogues, Raſcals, HeQors ! Never mind 
'em; hang em, theſe are ſome hungry Varlets that want 
Dinners ; let us break the. next, Windows, and never 
| think on d. 


bebe 5 Enter fix Rabas, ; 


% 
F 
& * 


74 k a % 
* : 
». F 


both. Is the Coach ready? 

2 Ruf: At the next Corner. 

Gy Re, Fall on then. Sir, you are our Priſoner. 
Beau. Villains! Rogues! Thieves! Murder Thieves 

Riſeals, you'lt not murder me d, 


1 Rf. Nay, Sir, no Noiſe, 50 Aroggling, as Fon ten- 


der your Safety. _ * 
Beau. Daredevil, Dog, Coward, draw thy Sword and 
reſcue me. 


Dared. I am terrify'd, amaz'd; ſome Judgment, 1 
my Sins is fallen upon me; alas, I am in Bonds too! 


Have mercy on my Soul, and don't flay me, Gentlemen. 
Beau. Damnation! Blinded * Raſcals ! Villains! Ruf. 

fians! Murder 
Dared. Oh Daredevil, "ih devil, wat will become 
of mee! SS. = xeunt, 
IS wore 2096 4 0 OE. Euler 


1 1 N. Theſe are our Quarry ; be "5g we ſeize em 
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I could bequeath, Bid him be tender of her, 


The SoL DIE RS FoRTUNE. 
E nter Theodore and Gratian. 


Deod. This Generoſity Walen good thy CharaQer : : 
Thou that art the braveſt Man, and trueſt Friend: 
How ſhall I deſerve this from thee ? | 

Grat. I ſhould be unjuſt, both to myſelf, and the dear 
Memory of thy noble Brother, "whoſe Friendſhip was 
ſo dear to me, ſhould my true Sword be idle in thy Cauſe. 
Beſides, the Love which I profeſs to 22 tells me a 
Rival muſt not tamely carry her. 

Theod. She is thy Right; 


My dying Brother, her ſoon- forgotten Hufband, | 
But thy remember? F riend, with his laſt Breath thus told 


me; 

I havea Friend, Grattan; the Man my Heart 

Has cheriſh'd moſt ; we from our Youth were Rivals 

For my dear Porcia: Tell him, if I die, 

J left her to him, as the deareſt Legacy 155 

For ſhe'll deſerve it from him — Would ſhe did. [ 4/ede- 
Grat. H -n knows} it is my Curſe, ſpite of her 

Scorn, to love her to Madneſs ; nor ſhall” this Man 'of 

War, this French-bred Hero, win her with nothing but 


his Cap and Feather: I wonder he's not come yet. 


Theod. I have heard the Man is Gallant ; ; but in 


| honeſty, as thou art my Friend, I wiſh thou wouldſt 


hear good Counſe'. 
Grat. Thine muſt be Noble. 


Theod. I'd have thee think no more of this Wo- 
man. 


Grat: 1 wiſh i twere poſſible.” | 
* Theod. Their Sex is one groſs Cheat; their only _ 
How to deceive, betray, and ruin Man: 
They have it by Tradition from their Mothers, 
Which they improve each Day, and grow more exquiſite. 
Their Painting, TRENT: all their Chamber: arts, 
C 3 | And 
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And oublick . are but Tricks 

To draw fond Men into that Snare, their Love. 

Grat. Would this could cure mine. 

Theed. Whenwe'er n faſt, tis then they ſhew their 
r | 
Grow haughty, proud, to vex the Wretch they ve conquer d 
Tho' the ſame Hour they glance abroad for new Ones. 
Let but a Woman know you're once her Slave, 

Give her once Teſtimony that you love her. 

Shell always be thy Torment; jilt, deſign, 

And practiſe Ends upon thy honeſt Nature 

So ſtrong is their Antipathy to Truth. 

Graz. But let a Fol .: 

Theod. Oh give em but a. Fool, 
| A ſenſeleſs, noiſy, gay, bold briſtl ing Blockhead; 

A Raſcal with a Feather, and Cravat-ſtring, 

No Brains in his Head; a vain, pert, empty Rogue, 
That can prim, dance, liſp, or lie very much, 
They're loſt for ever: They'll give all they have. 

To Fools, or for em 

rat. But, my Friend, this granted, b 

Grant Porcia this and. more, as ſhe's the Relia 
Ot thy dear Brether, and my valu'd Friend, 

The Injury ſhe brings upon thy Honour | 

Muſt not be {lighted ; and that's my Cauſe now. 

Theod. There thou ofercom'ſt me: Still our Men ot 

Mettle, 

Delay their Time ; the Day grows late; let's walk 

Down by yon Wall; may be they have miſs'd the Place: 

Beſides, I fancy Company is coming this way, and * 


may be prevented, 
Methinks I would not loſe ſo ſine a mae ang co 
nothing. | 

Erat. Nor J. i lane, 


Enter 


er 
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. Srl and Lucretia. 


1e. oh Lucrece, "was the Pangs of Jeatouly, cu 
Jealouſy, that brought me hither. 

Luc. Where lodg'd you then laſt Night ? 

Sytv. Here, in this Houſe, my Couſin Porcia's Houſe: 
I met her late laſt Night, juſt as I alighted, harraſs d with 


my Journey, and the Cauſe of it: Had ſhe not took pity 
of me, Heaven knows how * Perplexities would have 


diſpoſed me. 
Luc. What, in this Houſe ? 


Hav. Here, in this very Houſe, 

Luc. I'm glad I know it; I'll take ſuch Care, it ſhall 
not be long a Secret. [Afide. 

Sy. The Garden opening thus upon the Fields, in- 
vited me to take the Morning-air here; forSleep's a Gueſt 
that ſtays but little with me. Why ſigheſt thou Lucrece a 

Luc. I'm thinking why my Couſin Porcia ſhould 
chooſe this Reſidence. 

Sylv. 'Tis for a Lover, Lucrece : — courts her, 
a Friend and lewd Companion of my falſe Husband's. 

Luc. I know him but too well. 

Sylv. Why, daſt thou love him ? 

Luc. So much, that I can neither eat, ink nor ſleep 
in Peace, for the tormenting Thoughts of him. 

S.. By H ——-— 5, I pity thee. Oh havea care of 
Marriage, Lucrece, Marriage; 'wwill be thy Bane, and 


ruin thee for ever. Marriage =o aan; ; How I look 


with Marriage 

Luc. I ſee no Change. 

Sy. No Change! I have not ſlept Gx Nights in Peace 
lince the curſt Day I wedded. 

Luc. Will then a Huſband ſpoil one's Sleep ſo fadly ? 

Sy. A Husband's, Lucrece, like his Wedding-Clothes ; z 
* gay a Week, but then he throws em off, | 
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And with em too the Lover: Then his Days 

Grow gay abroad, and his Nights dull at home : 

He lies Whole Months by thy poor longing Side 
Heavy and uſeleſs, comes faint and loth to Bed; 
Tums him about, grunts, ſnores : : and that's a Huſband. 

Luc. Is Courtine ſuch a one? 

Sl. 'Tis pain to tell thee the Life 1 lead with him. 
He's colder to me, than Adamant to Fire; but let him 
looſe among my Kitchen-Furniture, my Maids, never 
was ſeen ſo termagant a Towzer: He loves a naſty, 
foul-fed, fulſome Drab, and ſcorns the tender Joys my 
Arms invite him to. To be deſpisd at that rate, ſo diſho- 
noured, makes me even curſe the Chance that made me 
Woman: Would I had been any Creature elſe See 
vonder, yonder he comes: Thy Mask, thy Mas, dear 
Lucrece. 

Luc. Farewel ; I'll away, and leave you gay both 
together. ed | UE. xit. 


E nter Courtine. | 


1 


Es What, fly thy Ground; aint Soldier? How, 
another? Nay then *twas nobly done; two to one had 
been odds elſe: Had it not, pretty one? | 

lv. Why who are you, Sir?! 

Cour. 29 a wandring Knight that have for alen 
my Caſtle in the We and: am come up to Town 
for Preſerment truly. 

- Sylv:' And one would think 10 deren lofty, a a 
made Fellow as you are, ſhould not be long out of 
Ten: 

Cour. Doſt thou know me, my Deareſt? 

Fylæ. No. ; | 

- Cour. Then I am 1656 n ang have no > Exception 


(2423+ 1 25 * 8. 


1 ; 2 
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Sl. But ſuppoſe I had a Mind to a little farther Ac- 


quaintance with you; What then, Sir? 


Cour. Why then thou may'ſt reaſonably ſuppoſe alot 


III make no evil Uſe of thy good Inclinations. Faith 


there are very pretty Gardens hereabouts, let us com- 
mit a Treſpaſs for once, break into one of em, and roll 
a Camomile-Bank together this Morning. 1 55 


Sylw. Oh Lord, Sir!“ 

Cour. She's coming already. x. Le. 

$40. If I ſhould let you make abt of my weak-- 
neſs now, you would be falſe afterwards, forfake me, 
and break my Heart. | 

Cour. Pretty Fool! What innocent Scruples ſhe makes! 

[ Aa. 

Sy, Have you no 600 er Miſtreſs already! ? have you 
no Engagements that will return hereafter upon your 
Heart to my Prejudice ? | 

Cour. Shall I ſwear ?* Sl. But han't you truly? 

Cour. If T have, may that blue Mountain over aur 


Heads there, fall down and cruſh me like a pelted Toad.. 


Sv. To ſhew you then that I deſerve your F aith—. 

Cour. What wilt thou ſnew me? 

Sylv. A Face which I am not aſham'd of, tho! vou 11 
perhaps be ſcandalizd when you ſee it. 

Cour. The Devil take me if I am tho, ſo it proye: 
not very horrible indeed. 

Sv. What think you then, Sir, is it ſuch a one as 
you look'd for ?. 

Cour. My own Wife? 

Syk. Yes, thy unhappy Wife, 
Thou falfe, deceitful, perjur'd, par g Wretch: 


Have 1 deferv'd this from thee? 


Cour. Pox confound her 


[Takes out a Book and all 4 R. 4 | 
cle. Is this the recompence of all my Love?: _ 


Did I:beſtow ny Fortune on 52 Wants, 
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58 The ATHEIST: Or, 
Humble myſelf to be thy Dove: like Wife ? 
And this is all Pm worth? 

Cour. Wealth is a great AA 
F e am rous Heat: N IEcadl. 
For what is worth in any thing, * | 
But ſo much Money as 'twill bring? 
 Hudibras, Part the Second, Canto the Firſt. | 

Sv. Patience direct me ! have I wrought-my Nature 
To utmoſt Sufferance, and moſt low Contentment ? 

Set my poor Heart to cares? have I been bleſt 
With Children by thee, to be leſt with Scorn, 
Caſt off, neglected, and abandon'd vilely ? 
Speak, is not this hard Uſage? 
Cour. Umh ! 

Syfv. Umph - what's Umph? De 
A Umph, that's I, Child; Umph is I, J, 3 my 

ear, 

S.. Death! Death and Torments! Cut my wretched 
Thioat, don't treat me thus: By H n Pl. bear t no 
longer. I | . 
Cour. No more. 
Sylw. I have done, Sir. 

Cour. What do you at London? | 
Sv. Is it a fault to follow what I am * of? 
Cour. Can't I enjoy my Pleaſure, take my Freedoms, 

but you muſt come, and ſpoil the high-ſeaſon'd Diſh, 

with your inſipid, whining, ſenſeleſs Jealouſy ? 
Sv. Prithee forgive me. 
1 Cour. Where did you lodge laſt N icht? 
1 | Syn. Here with a Kinſwoman; 
| | May be you know her not; her Name is Portia. | 
$ Cour, Death! Beaugard's Widow! now * am finely 
'F; fitted. What, at this Houſe? ___ 
1 - $ykv. This very Houſe; that Door 
Opens into the Garden, let us walk there; 
Won't you go with me, Courtine ? 
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That you'll be ſtill an humble, civil Doxy, 


My Couſin Sylvia, Courtine's jealous Wife, 


Enchanted Lady, tho your Giant guard it. 
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Cour. No. 
Sylv. Prithee do, "OR 

Dom'r be thus cruel to m. 
Caur. Then promiſe one thing, 

And may be my good Nature ſhall be wrought upon. 
Sylv. I'Il grant thee any thing; ſpeak, try m Obsliencg | 
Caur. Then promiſe me, that during your Abode 

In this ſweet Town, which T love very dearly, 

That let me ramble, ſteer what Courſe I will, 

Keep what late Hours, and as I pleaſe employ. ? 'em, 


And pry into no Secret to diſturb me. 
Sui. Well, tis granted, 
Cour. On then, Ill be dutiful. 
_ Sy/v. Enter you firſt, 5 
Cour. No — © 
Sylp. Oh, then you'll forſake me; 
You ſeek but Opportunity again to leave me. 
Cour. Well, ſince J am trapt thus, 
Like a poor Beaſt that wanted better Paſture, 
There is no Replevin, and I muſt to Pound. [LZ xeunt. 


Enter Theodoret, Gratian, 14. Lucretia. 


Thad w hat, in this Houſe? 
Lac, Here, in this very Houſe; 
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Coming to Town, lodg'd with her here laſt Night. 

Theod. No more. I gueſs the Cauſe we're diſappointed. 
Do thou go, Gratian, muſter what Friends tis poſſible; 
I'll try my Intereſt too; we'll ſtorm your Fortreſs, 
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80 C E N E * to the 25 of à very fair 
Houſe, 4 d with rich F. ur ni 2 Zh 15 


* ner Ruffin, _ Ban zard _ Daredevil. 


Beau. OGS! Raſcals! Villains! how do you 
intend to deal with us? 
1 Ruff. Much better than your Language has deferv'd 
EN © [They unbind em. 
Beau. Sirs, * this noble Uſage, had 1 a Sword or 
Piſtol about me, I would reward ye moſt amply. 
| [They all bow and „ 
A Plague of your Civility ! where the Devil are we? 
Dared. Where are we, quotha | why, we are in a 
Palace, Man. Prithee look about thee a little. | 
Beau. By H— n here's a Paradiſe ; - hark, Dare. 
devil, Muſick too. On | 
Dared. I'll be hang'd if tis not 4 baudy Dancing- 
School; ſome better Whores than ordinary deſigning a 
private Ballum rancum, have pitch'd upon our, two pro- 
per Perſons for the Buſineſs ; we are like to have a 
ſwinging time on't, Beargard. | 
Beau. A Plague o your Cowardiſe; you were whin- 
ing and praying juſt now, and be hang'd to vo. 
Dared. I pray ing! Prithee be quiet, Man, I never 
prayed i in my Life, nor ever will pray. Praying quotha! 
that is a merry Jeſt with all my Heart! 
Beau, Impudent Poltroon] he ſaid two dozen of Pa- 
ternoſters within this half Hour, and every Jolt the 
Conch gave, was afraid the Devil woul id have torn him 


to pieces. 


Dared. 


* * * + 2 1 7 # 
P55 
2 #0 


aL 


— * 7 3 — 


The 80 DIERSU Fox ruN R. 61 


Dared.. Odd, I like this Contrivance very well. Look, g 
1 what comes yonder? ſheart, two Devils in 
Potticgnts how my Guts ſhrink together | 
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E er tau Black Women. 


Beau, Heyday | Lady Blackamores ! nay; then we are 
mol enchanted. What are you two, Maids of He- 
nour to the Queen of — ? «np 1s this one of * 
Palaces? Not a word l- 

Dared. How I long now to be feniliae pl one. of | 
thoſe Sooty-fac'd Harlots! 1 would beget a chopping 


black Son of a . Whore upon ws in defiance to — 
Prince of Darkneſs. 
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E nter a Dwarf. 1 


Beau. What, another too of the ſame Complexion ? 
this muſt be her Majeſty's Page. 
Dared. A Pimp, PIl warrant him; he's ſo very little, 
| pert, and dapper, the Rogue looks as if he could infi- 
nuate himſelf thro a Key-hole. 


Davarf. Welcome, thou. beſt-lov'd- Man of the fair 
World, : 


Beau. Well Sir, and what 5 hs Service you + have, in 
order to command me? 


Davarf. My Orders are to o lead you to repoſe in. a rich 
Bed prepared for Reſt and Love. 


Dared. I ſaid it was a run: 3 what a ſmooch-tongu'd 
little Raſcal 'tis! 
Bean. A very pretty ſort of an Amuſement this But 
prithee young Domine, why to Bed? *tis but now Day, 
and the Sun newly riſen; for I. have not been a bed all 
Night my little Monſter; know how the time go's Child. 

_ Dwwarf. Such are the Orders of the Power I. ſerve. 


*or you are come a long unmeaſurable Journey. 
Dared. Hah!  Duvarf 
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i Air. 


Dua Drawn hy wing dk Horſes through the ang 


eau. A Pox upon thee for s a little, black, i well 
inſtructed Raſcal ; but ſince it is the Cuſtom of the Place, 


and my laſt Night's Fatigue requires it, I'll accept of 


the Offer, and diſpenſe with an Hour or two of Sleep, 


to fit me for better Exerciſe when T wake again. 


TS: its down in a Chair to be undreſt. 


[FRET Drawn by wing'd Horſes through the Air, faid 

| he? if this ſhould be true now, What would become of 
us? Methought indeed the Coach 'whew'd away a little | 
faſter than ordinary. 


[While Beaugard is undreſſng, the two Black 


Women dance. 
Beau. A very notable Entertainment truly, and your 


little black . have tri pt it moſt featly. * 
£3 . [The Women advance towards him, 
What, and muſt you take Charge of me now ? — With 


all my Heart. Daredevil, farewel to thee ; but that 1 


am in hopes of a better, I'd invite thee for a Bed- 


fellow. [Women lead in Bea 
Daved. Bedfellow, quoth-a ! would T were a Bed Vic 


as Bedfellow, that 1 was * had but Ti and Bones 
about him. 


Dwarf. Come, Sir, you are my cl 
Dared. I hope your little Impſhip | wor” be civil tome: 
Pray, Sir, what Place is this? 


Dwarf. A Cryſtal Caſtle, built by 8 in a 
Land unknown to any but the Fair One that commands 
it. The Spirits of the Air err Wenn about it, and all 


obey her Charms. 
Dared. Oh Lord ! and what Religion 1s the Lady 
of? : 


ben 


8 Devarf, That's a Secret: You'll know mere here- 
_ after. 


or A, »4q 
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Dared. Lead en then: New. in the lower World, 
whence I come lately, were this kown, | 


How would the Fate in Ballad be lamented, 
.Of 8 the Atheift, that's inchanted ? 
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ACT IV. SCENE 4 


. Gratian and Theodore. 
E RAT I 4 N. 


I HESE are your Men of Honour now : 1 
never knew a bluſtering, roaring, ſwaſhing 
= Spark, that, at the Bottom, was good for 


more Courage than 


with her! 


Theod. Damn her, ſhe's a Proſtitee 3 has given herſelf 
already to his Arms. 


Grat. Vet, 1'll warrant you, he has an Exenks for 


any thing. 


* 00 


Theed Your dne Braves always put on a Shew of 

ordinary; as your beggarly half 

Gentlemen always wear . and finer Clothes than 
their Fortune will afford em. 


Grat. But to lie concealed in private in | the Houſe 


that too, if it be 03 as, plas 5 you know, Woman is 
but a weak Veſſel. | 


Theod. A Pox ef the Weakneſs-of her Veſſel ! damn 


her ! would my Sword were in her Throat. But will 


our Friends be ready? 


Grat. Moſt punctually. 


Father ? 


4+ 


It was an odd old Fellow, 
that which we met with. Was he certainly Beaugard's 
| | 7 
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tod. No body can Went that, for his Mother was 


a Woman; but that merry conceited old Gentle man has he 
the Honour of it: He has the Title, but Whoſe, was the 2 
Property, that I dare not determine. R 
Grat. T hope he'll be as good as his Word with us. ly 
Theod. It will not be a if it mY oY ; Hoe * w. 
A N 0700 not hee. . th 
W ; Ss | „ 12 n 5 | 
1 nter . and p ourmine. | | — 
4 
Farb. 'You lye, you Dog, you Scamderbig Varlet, you Pj 
i lye. Do not I know, that he fat up all Night with a | 
. Conſort of Whote-maſters and Harlots; and have you an 
the Impudence to tell me he is not at home? Do not W. 
. I know, Villain, that after a Debauch, he will out- ſta 
| fnore a Fleetftreet Conſtable and all his Watch, for fix 
| Hours ; and dare you tell me, he is not at. home, you Sit 
| FRED? 95 an 
Pour. Upon the Word of a true Valet ae Chembre, _ ho 
Sir, I deal ſincerely and honeſtly with you. 
'  Fath. No more to be ſaid. But, Sirrah, do you take ha 
Notice in his Behalf, and tell him he ſhall pay for MW ing 
this: pay for it, do yon hear, you Mongrel ?: Fob me a 
off with ten ſtinking Guineas, when I had loſt a hun- ha 
dred! Fiends and Furies, I'll not bear it. Good mor- to 
row, my little Thunder-bolts! What ſay you, my tiny 
Brace of Blunderbuſſes? can I be ſerviceable? ſhall we me 
about the Buſineſs while it is practicable, hahn? . Wh 
Ppeod. Have you conſider dd of it throughly, Sir ? ny 
Frͤ.atb. Trouble thy Head no farther : PI N wy we 
_ Darling. N 
Theod. Have you conſider oy ir, that ſhe i is 1 Pl 
* Son's Miſtreſs? i the 
Fath. So wry the bitter Kill; I inge ber the anc 
ſtouti ier, for en his Affections from his natural Co 
Hes 8 a | | 


Grat 


The STB. Vokuns? 65 
Grat. But ſuppoſe you ſhould meet” him too there in 
her Defence, Sir ? EY 

Fath. Still better and better, and bidder for that very 
Reaſon; for 1 would Twinge him toe with much fatHer- 
y Diſcipline, and teach him the Duty which a Son, 


with a great deal of Money, owes an honeſt old oor 
that has none. | 


Theod. 8 üer reſoly'd this that's the Truth 
on't. But, Sir, I would have you fatisfy'd into the 


Bargain, that this will. be no trifling Matter, no Boys 


Play, old Tilbury. 
Fath. Boys Play, Sir! J can fight, Simi: : Though I 


am an old Fellow, I have a Fox by my Side here, that 


will ſnarl upon Occaſion. Boys Play ET don' t under- 
ſtand your Boys Play, Sir —— 

Theod. I would not have you take my Plainnefs ill, 
Sir : I only hinted it, to deal with you according to 
an old faſhion of Sincerity, which I profeſs: Sir, 1 
hope you are not offended at it. 

Fath. Then, to rectify all Miſtakes, let us fairly 
have a Breakfaſt, hoc Momento. I have a ſort of gnaw- 


ing Courage, that when it is provok'd, always gives me 


a Stomach to a ſavoury Bit, and a cheerful Bottle, I 
hate to be run through the Guts, with noting” in em 
to keep the Wind out. 


Grat. Very well propos'd, I think; for we . 


more Friends to meet us at a Tavern hard by here, 
where we intend to wiſh our Enterpriſe well in a bon. 
ny Bottle or two, and then about it as W as 
we can. : 


Fath. Very well Ald, Git: This is a pbtey Fellow, 


I'll warrant him. Now, if my Rebel be run through 


the Midriff in -this Buſes, Jam the next Heir at Law, 
and the two thouſand Pounds a Vear is my own, declare. 
Come along, my little e 
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5 rawe 7. 8 „ 
Sani avoir on nous AI. 
8. Bumpers/in a Hand de fin mat gil, the OY 
Wenn, through the ſmall Guts. 
Eat. We'll pledge it heartily, Sir... 8 


Fatb. You are both my honeſt Boys, my da Children ; 4 


march along then bravely and bold) I muſt 
borrow Money of theſe Fellows before I part with 
'em. [ide] Nous allans, Brave firiggons. LExcunt. 


Enter Courtine F 


Wo : 


Cour. Oh ihe anconipnable "kts hea of. an un- 
ſavoury, phlegmatick, cold, inſipid Wife! By this good 


Day, he has kiſs'd me till I am downright ſick : I 


have had ſo much of her, that I ſhall have no Sto- 


mach to the Sex this Fortnight. 
| Enter Sylvia. 


n. My Deareſt, Pray. my Dear, don t thus leave 
me ; By this kind Kiſs I 
Caur. Oh, the Devil! | 
S lv. Look kindly on me; ſpeak to me 
Cour. Plague, intolerable e. 


Hv. Indeed, my e um you with ch Fond- | 


N = pray ſpeak. 
| Cour, I cannot. da Se wy 
Sylv. Why ? 2'n't you kad 1 


Cour. Ob, there's a ſudden Faintneſs comes over my 
Spirits ! Oh, I'm very ſick! Leave me; if thou lov'it 


me, ſtand off, and give me Air; I die elſe. Ob-h1 
Su. I'll kiſs thee then to Life again. 


Cour. Stand off, I {ay ; I'll not be aden Murder ! 


"oy Minder ! Help! 


in 
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Sv. IILnatur'd Tyrant! 

Cour. Good natur d Devil! Kiſs re Devil's Name! 

Sylp. Come near me, Huſband. | 

Cour. Come not near me, Wike. 
tired ! mmm 

Hl. You muſt be Kind; ; indeed my Dear, you muſt. 

Cour. Indeed, my Dear, by your good Leave, I 
ſha'not ——— Damnation 

Hl. You long to be rid of me again: 

Ceur. That I do moſt mightily ; but how to bring it 
about,” if I know, I am a Raſcal — Oh ! Oh ! 

Syky. What's the Matter, Dearee ? : 

Cour. Oh, Iam fick again of the ſudden'! Give me 
the Chair there : Oh! my Heart beats, and my Head 
ſwims | Oh ! oh! | 

Sw. Alas, I fear y'are very ſick indeed! if my poor 
Lovee ſhould die, what would become of me ? 
Caur. A plague o'your whining ! Would . were well 

out of the Houſe once. 

S.. Shall I fetch thee ſome Cordial, my deareſt 
Love, my Joy ? Speak to me; ſhall I ? —— 

Cour. Ay, if thou wilt, my Jewel. [Exit Sylvia.] 
Jewel, quoth-a ! —— What a Plague” s this! Huf, is ſhe 
gone? — Now for a convenient Balcony to venture the 
breaking a of Neck at 


How I am tor⸗ 


Enter a Page. 


Page. Sir, Sir, a Word with you. 
Cour. With me, Sweetheart? thy Buüneſs: 

Page. A Lady, Sir, that _w you hither this Morn- 
ing 
Cour. A Lady 7 — 

Page. Ves, a Lady, Sir. 


5 | | | Cour. 
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Cour. Hiſt: Get you. i in, you itte ker " Ms, 


{eallk, or you'll ſyail all elf, —— Here's the bleſſed 


Comfort of a Wife again now : Oh, oh ! 1— [Ex. . 


\ 44 F 


p * Enter Mk. N | 
. How iet, my . ? Here, take hs: Heay n 


= thee. 
Qour. From thy confounded ebnete Company if 
it be poſſible. n 2 


Sytv. How is't my Dearee? 
Cour. If I had but a little more on't, Dearee. 


© Sylv. I'll fee what's left, my Joy. 
Cour. Do, prithee do, my joy then, Joy in the 
Devil's Name. [ Hfide. r 7 Sylvia. 


Hiſt, Sinan, Page, come hither. 7 


SSD P76 a tot, Ener Page. 


Page. Is your Lady gone, Sir? 

Cour. Ves. | But hae: Niers ot che other Lady, my 
7 [A Mercurys? 

Page. She's now WY Sir * lets: to ſhe: you. 
+ Cour, Is ſhe young? handlome? _.T 

Page. I can't tell that, Sir; but ſhe's rare - and fine. 

Cour. Are her Clothes rich ? 0 

Page. Oh, Sir, all Gold and Silver; with a deep 


Point Thingum Thangum over her Shoulders: And then 


ſhe ſmells as ſweet as my Lady's Dreſſing- Box 
Cour. Fly, little Sprite, and tell her, I'm impa- 


tient: Tell her, I L wait on her within a * 


Tell he 

Page. But, Sir md gl 

Cour. Be gone, be gone, you da, or you'll be 
caught elſe. 0h [Exit Page. 


Re-enter 


8 | 
ad a. 


boy 


o 


— 
. 
— 
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e enter — 


Bas Ns 


Sho. Here's all that's left, my Mo” 


Cour. Lam ſorry for it; it is ent comfortable. [Drinks. 
Oh, oh, oh! 


5 What ails my Life? 

Cour. Oh, I have a noni Tremor upon my Heart 1 
'tis the old Palpitation I us'd to be troubled. with, re- 
turn d again. Oh, if I were but! 

Hyw. Where, Love? 

Cour. Oh but in a Condition to go ! ; there is 
an able Fellow of my A cquaintance, tk always us'd 
to relieve me in this Extremity. 

Sv. Where does he live ? ll take a Coach myſelf, 
and go to him. 

Cour. The Devil take me if I know. Oh! "tis 
a vaſt way off Oh! now it kills me again. 

Sv. I ſhall not think it ſo, when it is my Duty. 

Cour. That's but too kind, my ſweeteſt ; though if 
I had but one Bottle of his Elixir 

Sy. How is it call'd ? 

Cour. Specimen Vite. 

lv. Specimen Vitæ ? | 

Cour, Ay, Specimen Vite * Tis a damn d hard Name 
but *tis very good. 

Hlv. Where b it he lives then ? Prithee let me 20 
thither. | 

Cour. Oh, 'tis a horrid way © off ! Beſides, 1 would 
trouble me now, in this 8 to be ſo long with- ; 
out thee. ; | 

Sy/v, Prithee let me go. 

Coar. Why, 'tis as far as Grubfireet,. Child; 5 as Crab. 


ſtreet. 


8 940. 1 be back again inſtantly, 
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Cour. 1 had rather, indeed, thou ſhouldſt go thyſelf, 


than ſend a Meſſenger, becauſe the Buſineſs will be done 


more carefully. 
Sy/v. How's the Direction then 2 


Cour. In Grubſtreet, Child, at the Sign of 4s Sur 


and Phenix, I think it is, there lives a Chymiſt: Aſc 


for him, and in my Name 2 125 a Bottle of his Pn” 
FVite. Oh! 

Sytv. Specimen V. net” _” 

Cour. Ay, Specimen, Vite, — I'll 1 in the mean 
time if I can walk about the Room, and divert the ter- 
ror of my Fits. 

Sylv. Heav'ns bleſs n my Dearee. 

Cour. Thank you, my only Joy, — Would in the 


Devil's Name ſhe were gone once , and had her Guts 


full of that Quack's Specimen Vie. [MAfide. 
Sl. You'll be careful of yourſelf, Child? 
Cour. As careful as I can, Child. | 
Sylv. Gud d'wy, Courtine, 


Cour. B'w'y, my Sylvee. Oh, ch! [Exit Sylvia. 


Enter Page. | 
Is the gone? | 
Page. Yes, Sir. | wy 55 
Cour. Where's the Lady ? 1 
Page. Here ; ; juſt entring up the Back Stairs. 


| [ Lady appears at the Dave. 
Coxr. Madam, this Honour done your * Z 


Servant 
Re-enter Sy tis: 


Sylv. Oh, my dear Heart, I had 85 my Wages- 52 


Pray, Courtee, kiſs me before I gÞ. 
Cour. Confound her, come again I [ Ade.) Oh, my 
Love! I have made hard ſhift 8 to the Door, here. 


Sv. 
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Sylv. Who's that behind you ? 
Cour. Nothing but a Page, come to know i i abies 
any thing: A Plague of her Hawk's Eyes! [Aa. 
. Gua b'w'y, my deareſt Love. e 
. Gud b'w'y, my Joy. 
Sl. Nay, give me another. B'w'y, „Cane. | 
Cour. B'w'y, Sykoze, — So, is ſhe gone again? —The 
Devil take me, if thou interrupteſt me any more. 
OY [Locks the Door after ber. 


— ag 
2 1 


N 


Enter Lach. 


Lady. Is that your Lady, Sir? | 
Cour. Yes ; but I hope you'll not think the works of 
me, pretty One, for keeping a Wife NN now and 
then, for want of better.. 
| Lady. Can you be ſo kind, Sir, 1 not to forger me? Do 
you remember me ſtill, Captain? 

Cour. Remember thee, Child! Is i it poſſible for that 
Face to be ever blotted out of my Memory? — Though, 
the Devil eat me, if ever I ſaw it Ne. to the beſt of 
my Knowledge. ae 

Lady. Where is your Lady gone, Sir ? 

Cour. To Grubſtreet, Jewel, for ſome Specimen Vite. 

Lady. Specimen Vitæ, Sir | Oh dear, what's that? 

Cour. Oh, come but quietly into the next Room, and: 
J will ſhew thee what Specimen Vitæ is preſently. | 

Lady. You may, perhaps, think ſtrange of this F. re- 
dom I take with you, Sir. | 

Cour. Not in the leaſt, Child; it Fines thy hems 
roſity. — I love her now for underſtanding her Buſineſs, 
and coming, cloſe to the matter quickly. - [Ae 

Lady. But, Sir, preſuming on your Qgondam Favours 
to me, Jam come to beg your Advice in a matter of 
Law, which I am at e en TS OED 
FO — 


4 8 ; Car, 
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Cour. To retire a little in private? Oh, thou coutdit 
not have pick d out ſuch another Man for thy Purpoſe : 


I am, may be, the beſt Lawyer in the World for Cham - 


ber- practice. And if I do not find out a Merits of 
thy Cauſe as ſoon as 1445 
. Lady. Really, you are ſo good-naturd — 


Cour. Grubſtreet and Specimen Vitæ, quoth-a ! He. that | 
has the Palpitation of the Heart, and an armful of this won't 


cure him, let him die upon a Dunghill, and be buried 
in a Dutch, 1 fay. — This is the rareſt Adventure — 


LE xeunt Courtine and the Lady. 


== 2 W * 5 


The s 0. E N E changes 15 4 Bed: chamber 


3 $1 * 1 # 


3 nter - Braugard, as defi 52 hinſe . 


Baan] EI GH Oo! Heigho! oct Imp, where art 
| thou? 

* Here: Your Plealure? we, your Rane, 
Sir 3 | - 

Beau. What; is't O Clock, dy = Dy 

Dwarf. Sir, in your World, hy Computation 1 ee 
it may be Afternoon. 


Beau. A very pretty Raſeal this; and a very ex. 


traordinary way of Proceeding, I am treated withal here: 
J have been a- bed, tis true, but the Devil a wink of 
ſound Reſt came near my Senſes all the while; but brok- 


en Slumbers, Dreams, Starts, and ſprawling from one 
ſide to the other, in hopes the fair Unknown that keeps 


this Caſtle, might have been ſo good-natur' d to have gi- 


ven a Stranger a Viſit. This can de no leſs than ſome 


romantick Deſign of the little Fairy, that threatned 


he would cheat the Widow of me, Now. will I, for 


once, 
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once, if ſhe does attempt me, put on that monſtrous Vir- 


tue call'd Self-denial, and be damnably conſtant. <— 


wi e 3 Region, I'll ſay 
that for it, where ever it be. Boy! 


Dwarf. Did you call, Sir? k 
Beau. My Cloaths, Monſter, my Veſtments; I hate a 


D2habille mortally : L long to be rigg d, that I may be 


fit for. Action, if Occaſion ſhould preſent itſelf. 5 
5 e Sree him, 


A SONG. | 93 


1.5 
Welcome, Mortal, is this place, © | 
' Where al Fate did ſend thee: 
Snatch thy happy Minutes, as they paſs ; 
Who knows ſpy few attend thee ! 


- ++ BK; 
Floods of Foy about thee yoll, 
And flow in endleſs Meaſure. 
Dip thy Wiſhes deep, and fill thy Soul © 
With Draughts of every Pleaſure. 


1. 


Feaſt thy Heart with Lowe's Defre, - | 
Ny Eyes with Beauty's Charms ; 
With Imaginations fan the Fire, 1 


Then flifle it in thy Arms. 5 
For, ſince Life's a flippery Cue. 
M boſe F. light can't be prevented; © »& wa 
Treat it, whilſt it flays here, with the beft, 5 
and es twill ge contented 94 
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e ome & Bn; attend on our r Goddeſ? 5 Wit, 
And ſprinkle the Ground 
With Perfumes around; . 
Shea him your Duty, and ſew us your Still. 


Enter "IF black Women, that Dance to the ſame | 
. Meaſure of the Song, and ſprinkle Sweets. 


Circle Bim twith C harms, 

And raiſe in his Heart 

| Such Alarms, | 
As Cupid ner wrought by the Fe r of his Dart: 


They dance round him. 


| Fill all his Veins with a tender Dihre, 
And then ſpew a Beauty to ſet em a- fire; 
"Till kind panting Breafts to his Wound fhe apply, 
Then on 1 white Pillows of Lowe let him die. 
| [The Dance ends. 


Beau. Faith, and with all my Heart; for I am weary 
of the lingring Diſeaſe, and long to taſte my Mortality 
moſt mightily, Hah ! a Banquet too, uſher'd in by a cou- 
ple of Cupid ! [Two Cupids run in a Table furniſh'd] 
Pretty innocent Contrivance! Well, here's no fear of 
ſtarving, that's one Comfort. Now, my dear Muſicians, 
would ye be but as good as your Word, and ſhew me the 
Beauty you have ſo prepar'd me for! — But then, my 
Widow! my dear, generous, noble-hearted Widow 
She that loves Liberty as I do; ſhe that defies Matrimo- 
ny as I do too! Shall I turn Recreant, and be falſe to 
her? Ah, Daredevil, Daredevil! how I want thee to 
les me out in this Caſe of Conſcience a little 


Enter 


ee lt. — i ww 


— mw © 7 


orm. 


* nter Daredevil. 


Daria Beaugard, where art thou ? 
Beau. Ah dear Damnation! 1 was yok now heartily 
wiſhing for thee. 
Dared. Such News! ſuch Tidings ſuch a Diſcovery 
Beau. Hah! What's the Matter, Man ? 
Dared. Only fix and fifty Virgins apiece for us, that's all; 
pretty little bluſhing opening Buds, you Rogue, that never 
had ſo much as a Blaſt of maſculine Breath upon them 
yet — What's here? A Banquet ready ! Nay, then I am 
ſatisfy d: Never were Heroes fo inchanted as we are. 
Beau. But where are the Virgins, Daredevil, the 
Virgins ? 
Dared. There's only one of em. Child; r one —. 
but ſuch a one, my Soldier 
Beau. Is there but one then? | 
Dared. That's no matter, Man; I'll be contented; till 
thou haſt done with her; 1 hate a new Conveniency that 
was never practiſed upon; "tis like a new Shoe that was 
never worn, wrings and hurts ones Foot baſely and 
ſcurvily. I love my Eaſe, I. 
Beau. But is ſhe very lovely ? 
Dared. Such a Swinger, you Dog, ſhe'll make thy 
Heart bound like a Tennis Ball at the Sight of her; 
with a majeſtick ſtately Shape and Motion. 
Beau. Well. 
Dared. A lovely, angelical, commanding Face. 
Beau. By H ns! 
Dared. With two triumphant, rolling. murderin 
Eyes, that ſwear at you ev'ry time you look upon her. 
Beau. Stand off, ſtand off, I ſay ; ſhe's mine this 
Minute, But then again, my Widow 1' — 


2 


Enter 
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E ner a Lay Air. 


Hah 1 ' Sid too! be: "Ja the Devil mall 1 Fo. 2 Wo- | 


man with her own natural Face again? Madam 
Lady. Be pleas'd, Sir, to repoſe yourſelf a little: there 
is a ſmall Account, Sir, to be adjuſted betwixt you and I. 
Where are my Servants? Who is it waits there? 
[Several Men vixarded, and arm d, appear at the Doors. 
Beau. What the Devil can be the meaning of this now ? 


J am not to be murdered, I hope, mo all this Ceremony 


and Preparation? 


Dared. Murder'd, in the Devil's Name! Here is great | 


fear of being murder'd, truly. 
Lady. Come, Sir, fit down, Sir. 
Beau. Madam, I'll obey you. 


Lady. I doubt not, Sir, but ſince volr coming hither, 


you are much ſurpriz d. and wonder at your Treatment. 


Dared. So, now the Fardle's opened, we ſhall fe : 


what is in it. [ Afede. 
Beau. Madam, *t has been 0 very highly generous— 
Lady. That you are prepar'd with Compliments to 
pay me for it. . 
But, Sir, ſuch Coin's adulterate and baſe, 
I muſt have honeſt Dealing from your Heart. | 
Dared. Swear to her, ſwear to her a little, Man; 


pour out a Buſhel of Oaths upon her inſtantly : Swear, 


ſwear, if thou wilt do any Good * 
Lach. I know my Rival. — 
Beau. Ay, tis ſo, juſt ſo, juſt as I thought ; my poo 


Widow will run a damnable Hazard of loſing chi 
ſweet n of mine, if I do not take abundance of 


Care in the Buſineſs. Here are Rogues on each Hand, 

with Blunderbuſſes too. I ſhall be raviſh'd. LAllde. 
' Lady. She, by her Arts, 

And the _ Fortune to have firſt attempted * 
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T know 's poſſeſo d already of your Heart. : {42 
But know too, I'm. a Weman loath Renu, 14 
Scornful Refuſal - . 1 
Dared. Swear to her, I tell thee : That ever a Fellow ' 
FC ‚ . TI tg Fs 
Lady. Or, if my Fortune, T; 
Which is not deſpicable, prove too weak 4 
An Argument to tell you I deſerve you; 1 
Yet I have this to boaſt, I ne' er conceaPd myſelf, 1 
Either for Shame or Ends; but rather choſe hi 
To run the Riſque of being deny'd your Love, ih 
Than win it by baſe Artifice and Practices. 1 
What chink you, Sir * — 11 
Beau. Hah! ——- ; -: li. 
That, Madam, I'm. ; moſt miserable, 15 
Lady. Yeur Widow Porcia, Sir, your Widow. 16 
Beau. Madam, I muſt confeſs - — 44% 
Lady. Well: 7 13 11- 
Beau. That I ol her, and wil for ever, === . \ 1. 
Lady. Death! Do you, confeſs it too? | 14” 
See you not here yourſelf within my Power, 0316 
And dare you ſtill confeſs you love that Creature? By 
Thus far I've kept my Word, I've crofs'd her Stratagems ; 7106 
Vou are here my Pris'ner, and by what is paſt, {Kh ij 
You ought to think me capable of more. 1066 
Dared. If this F ellow would but ſwear a little, all this | 


might be reQify'd. Madam, to my own. Knowledge — - 
Beau. Fool, ſtand off. 
I'm ſenſible that you are the lovelieſt Creature 
My Eyes e&er gaz d on: but 
Lady. But what? l 
Beau. I'm ſure | 
You'd . yourſelf ſcorn, nor think me worth your Heart, 
Could I be faithleſs, could T be but unconſtant. 
Pity me, fair one; yet, methinks this Hand 


D 3 | LW 


. Should ſend a i to thy not TER. 
By H n, I'Il never dr it 
Beau. Madam. [3.4250 v7 
+ Dared. Madam, 541 3 18 
Could you but throw ſome: Pat on eu Wray 
Lach. By all the Fury ina Woman's Heart, 
I'll be reveng'd on his. Make ready, Slaves, 
To do your Office - * 0 
Dared. Madam | | 
Beau. Look ye, Madam, your Ladyſhip n your 
Pleaſure ; you may command half a dozen of Bullets 
through my Pericranium, if you have a Mind to have 
Your Beauty well ſpoke of by the Criticks' of Holbourn, 
that once a Month ſwarm at their Windows to ſpy 
handſome Faces: Upon that Conſideration you may 
murder a poor conſtant Monſter if you pleaſe, Madam. 
Lady. Still am I ſcorn'd then? | 
| Beau. Would you kill me barbarouſly ?. | 
Sure thoſe ſweet Eyes could not fee ſuch a Sight. 
Lady. No, take your Life, and with't this mo. 
Porcia ſcorns you, as much as you do m: 
And *till thou ſueſt upon thy humble Knees 
To me for Pity, Porcia ſhall deſpiſe thee. 
Beau. Madam, I fear = — 
Lady. No more. 
Beau. By all thoſe ag F 
Lach. Be gone for ever, fly this, Ah, ah — [Squeat:. 


Enter Counine. 1 


Cour. ck Damnation, Devils ! Haw came 21 hi- 


ther, Beaugai d? 
Bean. Friend Courtine | / ſpeak Man: What' s the matter 


Cour. Damnation! r thour's, deen 1 


Enter 


4 
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* mn a Woman. | 


Wom. 1 Midwife! run for a M iwie, run for ſame 
good Woman. 08 Madam, an Accident. 

Beau A Midwife ! | 3 

Lady. Heav'ns! a Midwife ! N A Eis. 

Cour. Ves, Friend, a Midwife. I am ſweetly. manag'd, 
I—TI thought I had been in private here, in this Houſe, 
with a civil Perſon of good Reputation, and it proves a 
damn'd trapanning Strumpet. Juſt in the middle of all 
our good Underſtanding together, ſhe fetches a great 
Shriek, and-roars out r a Midwife: The Drab is full 
gone with Baſtard, and ſwears I am the Father of it. 

Beau, A very great Happineſs, take my Word fort, 
Friend; Children bring a great Honour with them, 
Courline: It may grow T to bea hrs ind to thee in 
thy old Age, Man. 3 

Dared. Oh your Olive Branches are . unſpeakable 
Bleſſings, the Gift of Heav'n, I love to ſee Poſterity 
go forward, and Families. encreaſe, with all .my Heart. 

Cour, Let me be hang'd and quarter'd, Gentlemen, if 
ever I ſet Eyes on the Harlot in my Life before. My 

| ſweet-Wife, with a Pox to her, brought me hither. 

Beau. Why, 1s thy Wiſe in London ? 

Cour. Yes, Hell confound her ; ſhe has TRE. þ me 
full Cry up to Town, ſeized upen me this Morning, 
and brought me hither, where it ſeems the _ all the 
laſt Night. | 

Dared. Why then, for noght 1 know, we may. be Aill 
*nchanted. 

Beau. I am glad to hear that wth all my Heart, 75 

5 ine in the Houſe ? 

Cour. No; I was forced to counterfeit Sickneſs, till I 

was e'en ſick indeed, to get rid of her, upon pretence of 
: voing to my Phyſician, in the Devil s name; that this 
Dy. con- 


12% : 
1% ts 
N 


N 


| confounded Bulker, with her Guts full of Baſtard, and 


I, might conſole together for half an Hour; and am 
fweetly | fitted with a Concubine, that's the truth on't. 
Beau. This comes of your Whoring, Courtine ; if you 


had kept me Company, and liv'd virtuouſly, none. of 


this had happened to you now. But you muſt be wand- 
* 3 no reaſonable AI will ſerve your turn. 


I 


Enter Lady. 


9 Ha, IH hat Well, Tu fray, Captain 3 
you are the happieſt Gentleman yonder's the fineſt chop- 
ping Boy for you. Why it will be able to carry a 
Muſquet in your Company within this Fortnight. And 
then, I am fo obliged to you for bringing the Lady to 


lie in at my Houſe, that if your Wife will do me the 


Honour, Pil take it for a Favour to ſtand for Godmother 
with her. 
"Cour, And, Madam, to return your ' Compliment, I 


wiſh, with all my Heart, you were. pregnant with a 
Litter of x nine ſuch chopping Boys, upon Condition that 
I were bound to be Godfather. to the whole Kennel.— 


Confound your being witty, with a Plague to you. 


[Afde. 
Beau. That's ſomething coarſe ook. Friend, to 2 


20 that $ ſo civil to vu; 


FA nter ſro * Maids 1 of the rauh. one * the C Bild. 


1 Maid. See Fenny, your $ the Man ; at, that s the 


Father. 
2 Maid. I'll ſwear it is a proper Perſon. 
3 Maid. Oh Sir, Heav'ns bleſs yon, you're the hap- 
pieſt Man! here is my young Maſter, as like you as if 
you had bore it yourſelf. 1 
. Maid. What a pretty litle Noſe it has! 


© & <<! & 


2 Maid, 


| fog 


4s 
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2 Maid. And juſt its Father's Eyes for all the World. 
1 Maid. It would never grieve a Body to have a Child 
by ſuch a handſome Gentleman. _ 
Cour. Ye Whores! ye Drabs! ye Gallons: ſtioking 
Whores ! Cluſters of Poxes on ye, and no TY My: 
ye: — Confound ye, leave me. h 
Beau. Fie upon it, Courtine, fie for Shame ! give 
ſomething t to the Nurſe, Man ; that's but civil. 


E. nter Sylvia | 


Sy. A Baſtard ! Death, a Baſtard! Under my Noſe 
too! Where's the vile hateful Monſter ? 

Beau. Have Patience, Lady. 

Sylu. Faſe, loathſome Traytor. 

Cour. Now my Joy's compleate. 
Hl. Let me come at kim, let me go... 
Cour. Hold her faſt, F riend, if thou loveſt me. 
Sy. Thou Devil! — Thou treach'rous, faithleſs, 


perjur'd Wretch ! Thou Huſband ! Look ay FACE. 
Cour. Well. —_ 


| $ylv. Did ever I deſerve this ? 
Degenerate Brute ! thou, only in Falſhood, Man! 
Thou rampant Goat abroad, and Drone at home. _ 
Cour. Like a Dag with a Bottle, &c. [Sings. 
Sv. Thou perfect Y oke-fellow ! thou heavy Ox, 
Thou want'ſt a Goad to make thee know thy Strength. 
Death, Fiends, and 'Torments ! I could digthoſe Eyes out. 
I'll bear it no longer. Bedlam! Bedlam ! Bedlam! 
Courtine frgs, and dances a Jig. 
Sl. No more! 1'll {tay no more to be his Triumph. 
Be warn'd by me, ye Virgins that are bleſt 
With your firſt native Freedom: Let no Oaths 
Of perjur'd Mankind woo you to your Ruin: | 
But when a creeping, fawning, weeping Crocodile 
Moans at * Feet, remember then my Fall: 
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And when for Pity moſt his Tears e . TE 
Like me, your Virtue to your Hearts recall * 


Reſolve to ſcorn, and never ſee him more. > [Bar - 


Cour. With all Wy nd. thou dear, dear Wife and 


„Plague. 


Cour. Mechinkes a very pitiful Caſe this, Wem. 


Tach. If your Widow were but here, Sir, now, the 


might fairly ſee what ſhe is like to truſt to. 
[Here the ſham Scene. 


Enter a Women and Daredevil. 
22 Oh, 1 ! Madam what will become of us all ? 


Lady. Become of us, Woman! Prithee, hs the 


Matter ? are we in any danger ? 
Dared. Only your Brother. in-law. 8 and his 


Friend, with above a dozen arm'd Men more, Madam, 
that's all the Matter, Madam. 


Tach. My Brother-in-law ! . 


Dared. Yes, your Brother-in-law, Lady, if your "Name 


be Porcia: Such a one they aſk for. 
Beau. Porcia ! 


Cour. Yes, Porcia : 1 could. have told you ſhe . 


Porcia, before. 
Por. Tis but too true, Sir, my unhappy Name is Porcia. 
Beau. Porcia, my Widow ! my dear lovely Widow ! 
What an i11-natur'd Trick was this Concealment ? 
Por. Though, Sir, you never ſaw my Face before, 
If now you think it worth your leaſt Regard, 
Protect me; for I dread my Brother's F WY 
Ev'n worſe than Matrimony. 
Here, Sir, I yield myſelf up yours for ever. | 
Beau. And ſhall I claim thee ? 
Por. From this Hour, for ever. 
Beau. And, by this happy Hour, Ill keep thee n mine then. 
Secure ak in * next private Cloſet : 


Peace 
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Peace to thy Heart, poor Widow. -:: ben Porcia. | 


Give us but Arm _ ED. 
Dared. Thoſe I have provided * you. 

I found eur Swords in a certain private Corner that ſhall 

be nameleſs, where I was propoſing ſome civil Fami- 


liarities to the Lady Governeſs of the . 10 as 


the Bluſterers entred. 
Bean. Are they in che Houſe 57 | 
| Dared. Yes, and have bound the Servants too; the 
hungry Rogues were all ſurpris'd at Dinner; you'll 
hear more of them preſently, Ill warrant you. | 
Cour. Stand to your Arms, MET 6 the — 
upon us. 
Duared. We have had a Succefiion of very pretty Adven- 
tures here ; firſt we are inchanted, then we are fiddled 
to ſleep, then we are fiddled up again: then here's a Diſ- 
covery of a very fair Lady, follow'd by another of a boun- 
cing brown Baſtard 3 and when we might have thought 
all Fortune's Tricks had been over, we are in a very fair 
way at laſt of having our Throats cut. But I'll ſecure 
one Life, that ſhall be my Care — oY fealing off. 
Beau. Dog, ſtay and fight ; z or, 70 H 
your Heart out, 
Dared. Well then, if I muſt fhe, I Wull⸗ Whata Pox, 


I have two good Seconds o'my fide ; and that has ſav'd 


many a Coward's Credit before now.  [Noi/eavithin. 
Theod. Break open the Door there, force the n. 
down wm . 


E nter „ Theodoret, Gratian, and Father. | 


Beau. Well, . what farther 7 x os 8 
this Violence here? | 


Theod. I hope, Sir, chat $ no Secret, when you. FR who 
we, are. 


Fatb. We ce come, Sir, to eee a Lady, Sir; ; one 1 
"VS. Bean. 
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we The ATHEIST: Or, 
+ Beau. a my Father! © 
Fath, Father me no Fathers; Lam none of ay Father, 


Fellow; but I: am theſe Gentlemens * n 
Now, Atheiſt, will I murder thee. INE | 


Dared O Lawd! _ 

Far. Fack, Fack, Fack / Come hither, Fack i / aWord 
with thee, Fack: Give me a hundred Pieces now, and 
Pl be o'thy ſide, Fact; and help thee to beat off theſe 


impudent Fellows, Gentlemen, I cannot but own to you J 


that this is my Son — 
6 Bean. Sir, were you nick d to your Shirt, I would not 
part with a fingle Shilling, Sir. 

Fath. Though, if he were my Son ten thonkas timer, 
in ſuch a 1 as yours, I'd draw my Sword againſt 
3 "TIRE 1 [ Draws. 

Beau. You may nimamber, Gentlemen, a ede 

Grat. Which you forgot, Sir. A 

Cour. Hah ! a Challenge, Beaugard a 

Beau. I'll tell thee more hereafter. To ſhew you I 


ha'not forgot it, the Lady you thus perſecute is now 
under my Protection, * with my Sword I'll keep her 


. [Dracus. 


U If \ we don 13 mw my Wife get the better of 


me, and wear mine for a Bodkin. _ 

| 2 Come on then, Sir. 

Beau. For the Lady. 

 Grat. For my Honour. 

Cour. And for my Friend, sir. i 
*. Old Brimſtone Beard, have at thee. 

[ Egbt. The reft of Theodoret's * Tallt i in. 

Cour. Baſe Traitors ! Odds! 

| Bean. Cenfound em! Thruſt. 


[Beaugard _ 9 8 1 "BB 


Dare. Oh, I am Main! my May runs out: What will 
| become of me 1 Oh! [Gratian ond Daredevil _ 


EF nter 


SS » 6 | vo | — "JP 
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Enter Theodoret. | 
-  Theod. Secure that Gp: now : — How fares 
my Friend? 
Grat. I'm Wendet: Send for a Chirurgeon qu day, 


for I bleed much. 


Theod. Look to your Maſter, Sirrah!; and you, Pellow, 
be careful of this Beaſt here. 

Dared. Oh, a Parſon! a Parſon ! dear Sir, a Parſon ! 
Some pious good 1858 if you have any Charity. 


D 


E nter N with Porcia. 


Fath. Here, here me i is; I ha' got her for you; let 
me alone for ferreting a Female's Quarters out. 


Theed. I'd have you, Sir, take care for your Security: 
There's Miſchief done, Sir. 


Fatb. The more Miſchief the W ; thou ſhalt find 
me no Flincher, Boy: Here, here, make ſure of her. 
Por. Inhuman Tyrant! Why am 1 abus'd thus? Help! 
Murder! Help! 

Theod, None of your Tricks; no Cries, 1 no Shrieks for 

Succour. 
By Hell, here's that ſhall ſilence you for ever, 
Thou Woman; thou young, itehing, wanton Devil ! 
Fly to baſe Cells of Luſt! Give up thy Virtue, 
Diſgrace thy Name, and triumph ev'n in Infamy! 
On what a tett'ring Point his Honour ſtands, | 
That truſts his Treaſure in ſuch laviſh Hands! [Exe- 
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E. nter Lacreti in Mar. s'C Clothes . Chloris. * 
or E 


d NR OM this gay Minute, farewel Love and 
125 8 F have ſhook the lazy, PEE 


m_ me 2 I have a hundred and a hundred 
times wiſh'd myſelf a Man; and now, in outward Ap- 
pearance, I am a very Fellow ; nay, a very pretty Fel- 

| low : For, methinks, Foppery, Impertinence, Self-conceit, 
and other maſculine Qualities grow upon me ſtrangely. — 
Oh, Miſchief, Miſchief, Miſchief ! thou art a very ſweet” 
Employment But Opportunity! bewitching, love- 
ly, omnipotent Opportunity! how. ſhall I come at 
thee ? - Chloris! . 5 
Chlo. Madam. 
Luc. Give me my Sword. 
Chlo. Here, Madam, Bleſs us oy will your Lady- 
ſhip do with yourſelf in this Equipage? 

Luc. Ladyſhip, Huzzy ! Take notice "FR this impor- 
tant Moment, I am no more your Miſtreſs ; but that 
imperial Creature, your Maſter : and therefore know too, 

J will have my Fœminine Habyiments burnt inſtantly, . 
and an Operator ſent for to make me a Beard grow. 
I wil learn to Ride, Fence, Vault, and make Fortifica- 
tions in Dirt-pies : Nay, if the Humour hold, I'll go a 
Voluntier into en againſt the Turk. 
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Chl: But what will be the end of all this, Madam? 


Luc. Why, if I go into the War, I ſhall have the Pri- 


vilege, when J return home, to talk of Marches, Battles, 
and Sieges, which I never was at, nor underſtand any 
more than the Fools I tell my Story to. If I ſtay at home, 
with-the Privilege of good Clothes, Pertneſs, and much 
Simplicity, will I ſet up for a Spark, grow familiar at 


Whitehall, and impudent with ſome great Man there or 
another; run in Debt with a high Hand, be terrible in 


Eating- houſes, and noiſy all over the Town. 

Chla. A very hopeful Reſolution. T 

Luc. As thus: When J and another Spark meet; Dam 
me, Fack, ſays I, What Times are there ſtirring ? What 
Ready to be had? What Caravans have you met with, 
or what Looſe lately managed? You Rogue, you look 
very high upon the Huckle. 

Cho. Well, Madam, but what will all this att 
beriſh: ſignify ? | 

Luc. Signify, you Fool ! who what it ſignifiesalready ; 3 
Wit, Courage, Martial Diſcipline, Intereſt at Court, Pre- 


tence to Preferment, Free Quarters in my Lodgings, and 


Free Booty in every Cuckold's Shop, who ſhall truſt me 
againſt his palpable Knowledge, that I am not worth a 
Gre! and never have the Impudence to hope to be paid. 

Chho. And muſt your Honour have a Miſtreſs too) 

Luc. Yes, Huzzy, and you ſhall be ſerviceable to me in 
the Matter: I'll have a Doxy this very Night, I have fing- 
led her out already; Courtine's Wife, that jealous, raging, 
infatiable Help-meet of the Captain's ſhall be my Dulcinea 


del Toboſo. She's in Love with me already, that's my 


Comfort. As I paſſed, through the Hall juſt now, ſhe 
coming into the Houſe to pay a Viſit to the Widow Por- 
cia (who by the way, is as wicked as myſelf, and my 
great Counſellor in this noble Project) we met: I. you 
muſt know, bow'd very reſpeQfully ; ſhe taking me for 
a Stranger, curtſy d as low; and viewing me — 
eer d 
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leer'd at me, as if that Minute ſhe ne Aim at * 
Heart, and defign'd me for her Quarry 


4 5 


Cblo. But, Madam, ſhe knows, and muſt diode: you. 


Tuc. Thou art a Fool: She never ſaw me till yeſter- 
day i in her Life-time, then too diſguiſed : So that if I do not 


practiſe on her Frailty, and by that means find a Way to 


revenge myſelf on that Vizard-monger, Beaugard, may 


I be condemned to wear Breeches as long as I live, and 


never know more than the preſent Uſe I make of them, 
_ Ch, Hiſt, Madam, the 8 eee. | 21 


15 ; n 22 Sylvia, 


. Huſh: then : Now my Cauſe i is coming on, and | 
kavs at r. | 
Hv. Sweet-heart, pray oblige me to fur to ſhew me 

the Way to the Gardens; I come to pay a Viſit to Madam 

| Porcia, and am inform'd ſhe's gone there for the Air. — | 


A very handſome Youth —— R L[Alade. 
Cblo. Madam, this young Gentleman here is come 
hither on the ſame Errand with your Ladyſhin, and 


: waits till her Return. 


” Luc. But, Madam, the Ty Fortune of ſeeing you, is 
a Happi neſs would recompence the being e 
of all the Converſation of your Sex beſides. 

Sv. Indeed, Sir? i 

Luc. Ves, indeed, Madam. | 

Sylv. Are you a Relation to this Family, Sir? 


Luc. Madam, the greateſt Advantage I hope from the 
Family, is, henceforth to have oftner the Honour of kiſ. 
fing your fair Hands here: It is an e 1 Mould | 
make no ungentlemanly uſe of. | 


Sylv. Opportunity, Sir ? 


' Luc. Yes, Opportunity, Madam: I am not atham'd d 
to mention ſo honeſt a Friend as 0 P portunity , to one 
e 


Wy.” 


* bs 1 4 K (35, eh; 9 
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that, by her Years and Beauty, ſhould not, methinks, 
be a mortal Foe to Opportunity. . 
| Sykv. Do you know me, Sir? 

Luc. Why, Madam, do I treat you ike a a Rrraiight? 
Know you ! By this good Hour, there has not been aDay 
or Night fince I firſt ſaw you, that T have thought or 
dream'd of any thing elſe. Are you not the Wife of a 
certain ſwaggering Squire about this Town, who calls 
himſelf Captain Courtine? | 

Sykv. Yes, Sir; ſuch a Friend in a Comer I have, 
Sir; and what have you to ſay to him, Sir? III ſwear, 
a very handſome Youth ftill De LAſide. 

Luc. What, Madam? What I have to ſay to you, rather 
than Joſe you, I would fay to him; which is, that I 
like you, love you, languiſh for you, and would, wah 
all my Heart, Blood, Spirit, and Fleſh, I —— ' - 

Sykv. I'll ſwear, Sir, I am mightily oblig'd to you, 
4 ſo is Mr. Courtine: Ha, ha, ha l—; 
Luc. Mr. Courtine Take notice, Madam, I veoivd 
that Expreſſion as kindly as if you had call'd him what 
I wiſh him: For, pretty. one, if my Intelligence be 
true, he lives with your Ladyſhip as much like Mr. 
Courtine, as much like a Gentleman — 

Sylv. Sir! 

Luc. Madam 

Sylv. Oh Gad, he's very handſome. (Ae. 

Luc. Shall we walk in theſe Gardens anon, for | have 
the Privilege of a Key that opens into the Fields : The 
Moon ſhines too. | | 

Sylv. Between Ten and Eleven does the Moon thine ? 
Luc. As bright as any thing but yourſelF. 
| Sy&v. But you'll tell, young Gentleman. 
Luc. Only you, how I love you. 

Sylv. Elever's a late Hour. 

Luc. Not toe late. 

Sy. Indeed! 


| Luc, 


—— 
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'3 
Luc. Take this, and my Word for it. ww 72 LK 
Sl. F ie! how AG uſe. me, when, vou mean to for- 

get m. 

Luc. Huſh, no more ; j N 8 coming. Eleven. 
vs Ten, if you are kind enough, 

Tuc. Wau my chaſte Sex. | 


I athy Porcia. 


rw Oh Backs, art thou come ? Thou : art the wel- 
comeſt Creature on the Earth; I have expected thee al- 


moſt to Deſpair for thele\ three” Hours. "Oh, Sir! your 


Servant, 
Luc. I am here, lan 1 order to your Commands 
lv. Her Commands? N 
Por. Oh, Couſin, the prettieſt beſt- natur d Youth | ! 
He is ſomething related to us a great way off; and by 


that means has the Privilege of viſiting, without Of. 


fence to my - jealous Brother-in-Law, and tyrannical 
Guardian. Have you contriv'd that . 

Lac. Madam, it is done. e 

Sylv. Bus neſs! What Bus'neſs, Coulin? : mi ; © T 
Lind. Couſin, you ſeem concern'd at it. 

Por. T'll tell thee: Seeing myſelf here TY to 


the Rules and Limits of a very Priſon, I am reſolv'd to 


put as good a Face upon the Matter as it will bear, and 
make my Misfortune as eaſy as I can. "Wherefore, for 
a little preſent Diverſion, J have contriv'd a Letter in 
an unknown Name, by this young Agent here, and 
convey'd it to thy lewd Huſband, with another in my 
own to Beaugard: and ſent for thee, my Dear, to ſnare 
in the Pleaſure of the Conſequence. 

Sy. Ha, ha, ha l But what will be this Conſequence, 
Coulin ? 

Por. Twenty to one a it Uchte ſome new Alarm 
and Divertiſment to my Jailors; who are ſo very ca- 

| . pricious, 
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pricious, they would fancy! a Rat behind the Hangings for 
a conceabd Lover. It may too, by chance, produce me 
ſome lucky Opportunity once more to make my Eſca 
out of their mercileſs Power, Nay, they are already hal rg 
| diſpos'd to run away themſelves; for by my Woman's 
Intereſt in the Chirurgeon, who has Care of the ſwear- 
ing Atheiſtical Fellow, yeſterday hurt in the Scuffle, 
and afterwards convey'd hither, he gives it out, that he 
fears his Wounds may be mortal. Upon which, my 
Lover Gratian ſighs, and turns up his Eyes like a godly 
Brother at Exerciſe. My Brother Theodoret puffs, ſwells, 
grinds his Teeth, and ſtamps as if he would brain him- 
ſelf againſt the next Wall; while poor Beaagard's ne'er- 
be-good Father has, with pure Fear, loſt a red Noſe 
that has been his faſt Friend for theſe forty Years; and 
every Time he ſees his Face in a Glaſs, fancies every 
Vii kle there hgs the Shape of a Gibbet. 


E nter Phillis 


? 4 4 


Phat. Oh, n my FO 1 Lady, what will become of 
us! e eee eee FTC 


Por, Hah !' 


Phil. Indeed, Madam, I could not potibly kelp it, I 
ha ' loſt it. 


Por. Loſt it! loſt what? What haſt thou loſt? Would 
thou hadſt leſt thyſelf ; loſt a Leg or an Arm, or any 
ching, rather than have put me in this Mn Aeon 

what is the Matter?! 

Pbil. Oh, Madam I the Billet, Madam, the Billet. — 

Luc. How's this? | 

Por. What! the Note I ſent to Boatugiar d . 

Phil. As I hope to ſee. you happy, 1 I put-it as 
faſt here between theſe two poor naked Breaſts here, as 
ever it could ſtick, ſo I did; when, juſt as I was going 
forth, who ſhould meet me, but the old, wicked ranting, 

6 roaring 
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| Ing (would he had been well hang'd a Twelvemonth 
fince) and there he fell a towzing and mowzing, and a 
meddling with me; I\ was never ſo afraid of being ra- 


roaring. Gentleman, that lies hid here for fear of hang; 


viſh'd in my Life, gad he knows : Ss in the ſtruggle, [ 


| gueſs, the Note was loſt truly ; though. in my, Heart, I 
wich I had been mviſh'd fix times over, rather than 
fuch a Misfortune had happen d. Nevertheleſs, 1 ha' 


done your Bus'nefs for you, ſo I have. 


Por. Bus neſs! what Bus'neſs ? Uglineſs 1 ill. Re. 1 


putation light on thee. ; Thou. haſt ynfane and ruin'd 
me for ever. | dies) +: 
Phil. Why, + have met, with the Captain, 1 told 


him the whole Matter, as well as if he had read it in 
the Letter himſelf. He's. but too kind a Man to you, 


and I too faithful a Servant, 2 I am, to be thus reviled 
and curſed by you for all this. 

Por. What then did he We ? Fool, Beaſt * Block- 
head ; tell me. 


Phil. Why, he ſaid, he'd dies a thouſand and a thou- 


ſand times for you, were: it poſlible, ſo he did; and that 
he will not eat, drink, or ſleep till he has ſet you at Li- 
berty, ſo he wo not; and that he will bein 1 the Venen 
before Ten. 4 
Luc. What's it in | this Caſe to de owl, Madam? | 
Por. O deareſt Couſin, retire if you love me; for, 


ſhould the Lords of my Liberty get any Notice of this 


Billet, and find a Man here, notwithſtanding your Re- 


lation, who knows what ill Ulage 1 it may aggravate ?— 


To thy Chamber, dear Lucrece, ere che * comes upon 
us. | [fave 
bin: I am all Obedience Sweet Creature, you'll re- 


member; [1 ap 0 _— | 


Slo. It is not poſlible + to PRI. you, ry. 

14 _—_— on ee for this Goodneſs. 1 21 

| bs Us her Hand, and Bl 
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Ned Double bar up all the Doors and Windows ; load 
all the Arms in the Houſe, and be ready for Execution 
inſtantly, all of ye. By thoſe Devils that dance in your 
gogling Eyes, Madam, Pll try if you have given your- 
{elf over to Hell ſo far, that you can out at a Key. hole. 

Por. What means the great he Brute? + 

Theod. To cut off your Intelligence Lady, and make 
thee, &er I have done, to curſe thy Father and Mother 
that let thee learn to write, Seeſt thou this, thou irre- 
caimable profligate Wretch? Fogh ! Send yeu the drag- 
cle-taild - Miniſter of thy lewd Affairs a hunting, full 
Cry about the Town, pon the rank Scent of a brawny 
back'd Hector? By H=—ns! the Thought of it makes 
me loath the Houſe, and fancy it ſinks of the foul Sins 
thou haſt imagin'd in it. 

Por. Thou barbarous, ill-manner'd, worſe than Beaft ! 
Why am I abus'd thus? why made a Priſoner too, at 
your fawcy Will? fetter'd up, and barr'd all Liberty 
and Converſe ? DTS 

Theod. For the ſame Reaſon other too hot-blooded 
Females are; becauſe, if pays. L would not have a 
good Breed ſpoiPd. 10 

Por. What a Load of Dirt is thy thick Skull cram d 
withal, if thy Tongue were able to throw it out? 

Theed, Filthy, filthy, fulſome filthy ! What, be a Doll. 
Common, and follow the Camp? how lovelily would your 
fair Lady ſhip look, mounted upon a Baggage Cart, pre- 
ſiding over the reſt of the Captain's dirty Equipage! 3 

Sv. If any thing in the World would make me fol- 
low a Camp, it would be a very ſtrong Fangy 1 have, 
that I ſhould never ſee you in one, Sir. 

Thead. Your' Ladyſhip has reaſon to defend the Sol- 


diers Cauſe: You have married one, as I take it, Madam. 
Ha, ha, ha. 


? 


Pa 
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Por. He in a Camp ! he has not Courage enough to 


animate balf a Taylor, nor , Good-humour enough to 


make a Spaniel of ; nor Senſe enough, * he were chat 


Animal, to learn to fetch and carry. 


"Theod. This will open no Locks, 2 | 
Por. But there are Inſtruments to de had, that will 


break open Locks, Sir. 
Theod. Will you pleaſe. to retire, and conſider farther 


of that in your Chamber ? 


Por. No, 11! not ſtir, Sir. | 
_ Theod. Nay, By H ——12 but you ſhall, aan, 


1 Sylv. Nay, by N n but ſhe ſhall not, Sir. 
fy [ Father at the Door. 
Weod. How ? 


Fatb. By Jove, and that's well ſaid, Pl and gin 2 
little, and ſee what's the matter. 


1 5 Theed. Do not drive me to uſe Violence. 


 Fath. How ! Violence to a fair Un ! that's not ſo well, 


neither. 
Por. Hark you, Sir, my Gaoler, or my Hangman (for 


which of the two your Office will end in, by your Pro- 
ceedings, I cannot imagine) do but touch me, or offer 
the leaſt Violence to compel me to a cloſer Confinement, 
by this injur'd Heart, I'll fire the Houſe about your Af.'s 
Rs" I'll ſooner burn with you, to 6 Lea d, than 
endure ſuch Inſolence and Totment any longer. 

' Theod. Very well. 


Fath. T'gad, a brave Girl ! 2 delicate Wench ! how my 


Fingers itch to take her Part now ! IJ have a Month's 
Mind to eſpouſe her Quarrel, and make Friends with 
| poor 7 acky again. . Honeſt Tacky / tis the beſt natur d 
= in the World, tho' 1 was ſuch a Beaſt to fall out 
with him. [4fde. 
Por. Inhumane, cruel Theodoret ! why do you afflict me 
thus? why do you force the Tears from my poor Eyes, and 


wrack a 1 . that never wrong d you? ro 8 
Dye 


„ Sas. 1 — 


-- 


ve 
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Weod. For your Soul's Health, Lady, and the Welfare 
of your waſting Reputation. A Pox o' your whining 
come, to your Chamber, to your Prayer- Book, and Re- 
pentance: Faſting and . wil be good for 


you. To your Chamber. 
Por. To my Grave, firſt, 
[FR Nay, then —— Wha, hoa. 
[Offers to lay hold 7 5 ab: 
Por. Stand off. Murder ! ! Cramps, Rheums, and Pal- 
ſies, with, c. thy unmanly Hands, 
Theod. BY H n! 
Por. You dare not do't. 
Theod. Hah ! 
Serv. No, Sir, you dare not do't, you dare not. 
| Theod. Dewvant pas] Confound me but I ſhall be 
ſcratch'd here preſently for my Patience. 
Sv. What an ill-bred Camel it is! | 
1 Fatb. Nay, and what's more, you ſhall not do- t, 
you ſhall not do't, Sir. Hah! Is this the Iſſue of your 
honourable Pretenſions? 
"= Theod. Et tu Brute“ . 
Fratb. Brute ! Brute! Brute me no ws Friend : 
ö Ounds, I am a Man, Fellow : Battoons and Bilboes ! 
Brute a Gentleman! | „„ 
" Theod. Your Pardon, Sir. 
S.. Don't pardon kim, Sir, 


Enter Gratian, leaning on a Staff, 


Grat. Oh, Friend! 
Thead, Poor Gratian ! 
Grat. If ever we ought to do any thing for our 
Safety, let us now prepare, and look about us: I have 
made hard ſhift to hobble hither ; my Wound's grown 
very troubleſome Weare all loſt. | 
_ Thead, Ican fear nothing, when my Friend's ſo near me. 
Sylv. 
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| Sir, by H 
You ſhall not think to eſcape, reeking with a poor 


- 


— 


* Now, Couſin, rebel, 9d; force den Freedom 
iy: 
Fath. He I 4006 Facky at the Head of Ae, 


and declaring for, his Property. Look you, Gentlemen; 


I muſt confeſs I have a Remorſe of Conſcience, and am 


ſenſible I have been a Rebel: wherefoſt, if my liege Son 


and Heir have recruited his, Power, and be once more up 
in Arms, Leyalty, and natural Affection, Friends, will 
work; I muſt pronounce for Prince Jaciy; and here I 
reſolve to defend his Territories. [Draws a broad Sword. 

Grat. If Prince Facky have Intereſt enough to get your 


Pardon for Murder, Sir, it will be your beſt Way to 
cloſe with him ; for, in ſhort, the Atheiſt Daredevil, 


your Antagoniſt; is dead, 8 | 


 -  Theod. Hah ! dead! 


Fath. Dead! _ . 

Grat. Yes, dead, ow. . 5 

Sybv.. 80 much the better: Porcia, let us run up to the 
Leads, and cry out Murder to the Streets this Moment. 


Fath. Then I find, that I am but a ſhort-liv'd Sin- 


ner: Farewel for ever Old Hock, Sherry, Nutmeg, and 
Sugar; Seven and Eleven, Sink- Tray, and the Doublets ! 
Never comes better of rebelling againſt one's natural-born 


Children. I ſhall be .hang'd one of theſe Sun-ſhiny 


Mornings, and a Ballad come out inthe Afternoon to 
a lamentable Eighty eight Tune, of The Careful Son and 
Prodigal Father. Dead, ſaid you, Sir? 

Grat. Or, . at leaſt, cannot ſurvive half an . 
therefore it is my Opinion, that we inſtantly _ the 
Houſe, and provide all for our Safety. 

Theod. Confuſion ! Devils! 

Por. Oe. Sir, ſtand faſt: dare but to open a Door, 
n, that Moment I'll alarm the Town, 


Man's Blood ſhed in defence of me. 
 Theod, Lady, no fooling. 


4 1 Por. 
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Peri No, Sir, no fooling : but now, Sir, go you to 


your Chamber, Sir, to your Chamber; to your Prayer. 
book, and Repentance; Faſting and Humiliation will 


be good for you: To your Chamber, Sir; as you ter- | 


der your Neck, Sir, 
Theod. Damnation ! unhand me, | 
Por. I'll die &er I'll unhold you. Think you ſo 


barbaroufly to leave me here in the Houſe with a dead 


Wretch, and have the Puniſhment of his horrid Murder 
light on my innocent Head ? 5 
Theod. What do you reſolve to do, Sir J 


Fath. Do, Sir ! What can I reſolve to do, Sir? I have 


no means to hope to eſcape, Sir: for in the firſt Place, 1 
haveno Money ; and a Man that kills another without 
Money in his Pockets, is in a very hopeful Condition. In 


the next Place, for a Diſguiſe, I have no Clothes but theſe, 


you ſee on my Back; with this Tripe Buff- Belt here, 


which there is not a Conſtable in the whole City but 


knows, and has had in his Cuſtody, Sword and all. Look 


you, Gentlemen, I have civilly kill'd a Man for your 
Service; if you will reſolve, fairly and ſquarely, to hang 


like Friends together, ſo: If not, I mutiny ; and the 
Word is, Diſcover the Plot, the old Boy muſt impeach. | 


E nter Roſard. 


Ney Oh, Sir? where are you ? | 

Grat. Well, Ro/ard, what's the News 1 now ? 

Rof The Gentleman, Heav'n be thank'd, is reviv'd 
again, Sir; tho" the Poctors ſay, ſuch another Fit will 
certainly carry him off. The poor Creature 1 is very 
weak, but very penitent. 


Fath. In troth, and that's a very ill Sym ond d there- | 


fore my Opinion is ſtill I am for hanging all 
together, 
Theod, Hark you, old. Ruſt ; you ſay you have no 


Money ; 3 Wherefore, during the preſent Interval, in the 
E 


— 
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| firſt Place (becauſe I will have no Mutiny upon this Oc. 


— 


_— in order. to your Eſcape, there's Money for you : 
In the next Place, as you want change of Rayment, 
here's the Key of a ſmall Wardrobe, at the lower end 


of the Gallery above, you'll find the Door to it ; equip 


yourſelf, and provide for your Security, as your belt 
Diſcretion ' ſhall direct you. | 
_Fath. Look you, Friend, the ſooner the better; oe to 


tell you the Truth elſe, I ſhall make but a ſcurvy matter 


of it at Tyburn-Cro/5 ; with a whining, ſniveling Account 
of breaking the Sabbath, and keeping ill Company. 
Wherefore, not being good at making Speeches, I will 
leave the Opportunity to you, of ſhewing your politer 
Rhetorick, and fave a Member of the Common-wealth.— 


There's no great harm in Murder, when it brings a 
Man Money. 


Aide, and Exit. 
Por. And now, my Tyrant Brother, I hope we ſtand 


en even Terms, 


Theod. No, Lady, not yet: There's Life return'd, and 
therefore Hopes ſtill ; tho”, at preſent, in ſome meaſure 
to comply with you, and caſe your Apprehenſions, with- 
in the Limits of the Houſe and Gardens you are at your 


Liberty, but no farther this Night: And, for your ampler 


Satisfaction, if I have any midnight Alarms, from your 
Correſpondent abroad, there's Entertainment ready. for 


bim, which he may not be very fond of; ſo good Night, 
it is almoſt Ten. Who waits? What, hoa ? be ready there. 


Come, Gratian, I'll ſee you to your Repoſe, and then to 
my Poſt of Guard. [Ex. Theod. and Grat. 

Por. Ten! That was the Hour, Phillis, Beaugard men- 
tioned ; s Was it not ? : 

Phil. It was, Madam. 

Por. Be ready then, all ye propitious Powers that ſmile 
on faithful Love; wait like kind Angels on him; eſta- 


bliſn Conqueſt in his able Hand, and Kindneſs in his 


Heart. Oh, aid 
 $Hbv. 
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Sybv. You are tranſported, Couſin. 
Por. With hopes of Liberty I am indeed: Tt is an En- 
glils Woman's natural Right. Do not our Fathers, Bro- 
thers, and Kinſmen often, upon pretence of it, bid fair for 
Rebellion againſt their Sovereign ? And why ought not we, 


by their Example, to rebel as plauſibly againſt them? 
N. Moſt edifying Doctrine this is truly ! 


I 4 Whiſtle avithout. 
Por. The Sign! Os the Sign ! Phillis, heard you 
n vill. again, 


Tis there again; he's true, and I am happy. Sylvia, let 
us retire ourſelves; you know your Apartment, for pre- 
cious Miſchief will be ſoon on foot, and Action worthy 
Love's great Cauſe. Thy Husband too may chance to have 
his Share in the Buſineſs ; and, as I have order'd Mat- 
ters, meet ſomething in the Adventure, to mortify his 
roving Humour, and reconcile him te his Duty and Al- 
legiance — Fark! | [Whifile again, 
There tis once more, a Summons to the Citadel to fur- 
render. This ſhall, in after Story, be call'd, Captain 
Beaugard's befieging of the Widew. 

Which, as tis laid, ſure with Succeſs muſt end, 

Since Juſtice does his Enterprize attend 

Without, and powerful Love within his Friend. [ Exe. 


SCENE has to Fields on the Boch of a 
| :, Garden. 


Enter Beaugard, with a Party. 


Beau. LT OL D, ftand faſt ; I have juſt now receiv d 


Intelligence over the Garden Wall, that our 
Deſign has taken Air, and there wil be no my Entrance, 


E 2 11 
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1 Man. Ah, Captain ! the Time has been, when, under 


your Command, we ſhould have had no need of a Coun: 
eil of War for the attacking ſuch a Fortification as this is. 


Beau. Peace, Plunder, Peace, you Rogue ; no mo. 3 
roding now; we'll burn, rob, demoliſh, and murder ; 
another time together: This is a Bus'neſs muſt be done 
with Decency . Hark! | 

2 Man. Some Company, coming, Wn, fine rhe Back. A 
Kreet-ward. ( 

Beau. Hold then, Plunder: Do you, with your flying o 
Party, hover at a diſtance about the Fields; while J, with 4 
the reſt of the Body, poſt myſelf as advantagiouſly as I f 
can, to watch the Enemies Motions. Luut * 

3 nter Theodoret, and his Party. "2 

| heed, This way the Noiſe was : Be ſure keep fafe the 89 

Garden Gate, and follow me carefully, [Exit Theod. = 
of 1 


| Enter Caurtine. 

Cour. So, here I am; and now for my Inſtructions. ( 
Let me fee | Reads the Billet.) Pray come diſguiſed, that 
if the De/ign ſhould miſearry, your Retreat may be the eaſier. 
Der unknown bluſping Servant. Humph ! Bluhing Kn; 
' Servant! Paſſingly modeſt, I'll warrant you! Pray come "IJ 
diſguiſed ! So am, or the Devil's in't; for I look more 
like a Cut-throat, than any thing elſe. Let me ſee: | 
Upon this very Spot, the laſt time I was here, did I meet c 
with my damn'd Wife : Avert the Omen, ſweet Heav'n, elf 
I beſsech thee. And now, as I am conſidering, where can 5 
my Friend Beaugard be at preſent too ? With a Whore; 0 
There's that Queſtion anſwer'd. Wherefore, would but oP 
my unknown bluſhing Servant appear, or give me a kind 
Sign; would but my little Partridge call, methinks I 
could ſo ſhuckle, and run, and bill "__ clap my Wings 
about her. Ha! Lues. about. 7 


Enter rev 
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Enter Theodoret. 

Theod. Stand: Who's there? 
Cour. What's the matter now ? EE 
1 Ser. Stand, Sir: What are yqu, Sir? 

pos What am I, Sir? A Man, Sir, 

Theed, A Man, Sir, we ſee you are : But what Mar | 
are you, Friend? 

Cour. A Gentleman, Friend and you had beſt uſe me 
ſo — By H -n, Theodoret ! and if I am but diſcovered ! 

d. 


heed. Hands off, vnlooſe him. You are not him we 
| look. for, Sir. 
| Cour, J am glad of that whth- all my Heart. (Ali 4 
cod. And therefore I aſk your Pardon. But if you are 
a Gentleman, you will aſſiſt one in me, that have been 
injured. I have reaſon to believe, my Houſe is now beſet 
with Villains, who have baſe Deſigns upon the Honour 
of my Family. Wherefore, if you are what you pretend, 
you'll draw your Sword to do juſtice in a good Cauſe. 
Cour. Sir, I wear it for no other end, and you ſhall 
command it, —— Ay, tis ſo ; Beaugard upon new Ex- 
ploits for the Recovery of his Widow. Nothing but 
Knight-Errantry ſtirring this Moon, [ Hide 
Theod. Pleaſe you then, Sir, to ſtay here with my Ser- 
vants, while I walk to the Corner of yon Wall, and try 
what I can diſcover. [Exit Theod. 
Cum You may truſt me, Sir. Now will I ſhew my- 
ſelf a true Renegadg ; to take Entertainment in Chriſtian 
Service, to betray fem to my Brother Turk upon the firſt 
Opportunity. And ſo, my bluſhing unknown, you may 
ten ſtay your Stomach with your Sheets for this Night. 


Re-enter Theodoret. 


' Theod. They are here, ſtand faſt ; be reſolute, and be 
- rewatded, * © = | Euter 
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Enter Lucretia. 


Tuc. Now for a convenient Opportunity to do Mil. 
chief: Beaugard, I find, is come, and my kind Miſtreſg 
punctual to RO in the Garden: Now could! 
but order the Affair ſo, as to flur Beaugard upon her in. 


ſtead of myſelf, and her upon him inſtead of Porcia, my 


Conſcience would be fatisfied ; and he, Mr. Courtine, my 
Rival Widow, and the Wife, ſerv'd all in their kind. 


TBeod. Hold, Sir; What are you? [To Beau. at the Ex. 


Cour. Ay: Now, now. trance. 


Beau. No matter, Sir; this is not a time of Nigbt 


to anfwer Queſtions. | - 
 Theod, Nay then ———— ' | | 5 
Beau. Nay now, Sir; and when elſe you think fit 
ting, Sir: I am the Man you look for; and you are 
him I wiſh'd to meet here. 
Cour. Now how the Devil I ſhall do to tilt Booty! 
hang me like a Dog if I can imagine. [Aide 
Beau. Come on there. : r 
Tbeod. You paſs upon your Death. 
Beau. T have learn'd to ſcorn Death more, ſince you 
firſt threatned it ; ; 
I fee your Numhers too, and come prepar'd ; 
Porcia's my Claim, and here Pll win or loſe her. 
Theod, Then take thy Due; and die like a midnight 
Thief. Fall on. | nt 
[Beaugard and Theocoret engage, and their Partie. 
Beaugard and Theodoret guit each other, Beaugard 
falls upon Courtine, and Theodoret upon Beau gard's 


.. Party ; who retire from him, as Courtine does from 


Beaugard from off the Stage. N 
Fheed. = — — runs; 5 half-bred Hector runs. 
Falſe Cards and Dice, and Quart-pot Brothel Brawls, were 
fitter for his Management, than honourable Pifference. 
Hark, claſhing of Swords ſtill! by H n I 1 
| TING 
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Friend, the honourable Stranger, that ſo generouſly took 


our Party ; if it be him, let's go, and give him Succour. 
Enter Beaugard driving in Courtine, avho retires * 
the reach of his Sword. 
Beau. Baſe Raſcal ! Coward, flie ! 
Cour. No, Sir, I ſtand ſtock ſill, and won't ſtir an 


Inch ; but fince you are ſo uncivil, reſolve not to fight 


a ſtroke more: So there's my Sword, and here's your 
humble Servant, 

Beau. Courtine ] 

Cour. The ſame. 

Beau. And thou my Hs too? 


Cour. No, Sir, your Friend, had you been wiſe iid 


to have found it. I came hither diſguis'd, for a Reaſon 


you ſhall know hereafter ; but falling into the. Hands of 
the Enemy, was forc'd to take Party againſt you, for fear 
of being beaten for you; yet with a Deſign of revolting, 
would you have given me leave, But you, when you 
ſhould have kept at the Head of your Friends, took a 
particular Fancy to be tickling my ſmall Guts, and now 


you ſee what you have got by it. 


Beau. Then farewel for ever poor Widow. hut 


ſtay, it were baſe and unmanly to give it over ſo 


Let me ſee— Lend me thy Diſguiſes, quickly, quickly, 
my Imagination's warm. 

Cour. Ay, with all my Heart, and glad to be rid of 
it ſo. [ Di/gui/es Beaugard. 


Beau. Take this and rally my ſcatter'd Forces. [Gives 


him his Whiſtle.) They know the Sign, and cannat be 
far off, under the Conduct of Plunder, that was my Ser. 
jeant abroad; thou know'ſt him; make what haſte is poſ- 
ſible. I'll be hereabouts, and be near ma, if any new 
Diſaſter ſhould happen. 
Cour, Well, with all my Heart for once — here is a 
new Deſign in Embryo now ; though I fancy, when we 
have got her, we ſhall never make of this Widow what 
ſhe has coſt us. „ Beau 


=. Teanga how Gn — 1 ot Eri Cour | 


Huter Theodoret. 55 cor 
"Theod This way I think I heard it: Lock, is not that the 
he? Oh my dear generous Friend, let me embrace you : 4 
1 hope yau are come off well. | the 
Beau. Very well, Sir, 1 thank you, if T were but fan 
well off. from this Place; I fear the Man I had to deal | foll 
withal is fallen, for I left him flagg'ring : Security were 5 
beſt for us all, Sir. * 


Theod, My Houſe ſhall be your SanQuary, and I'll 
die with you, but I'il protect you. 

Beau. I gad, and that's kindly faid, as things ſtand 
| between, us, and if he knew all. . . 

Tpbeod. Open the Garden- gate there: You -ſhall ret 
yourſelf ; in an Arbour, while I diſpoſe of the groſs of my 
Family, and prepare an Apartment for your Privacy. | 

Beau. If I had dy'd in your Quarrel, Sir, a Generoſity am 
like this had over-rewarded it. [ Cour. at the Entrance. Co, 

Cour. Stand till, ye beaten fcatter'd Scoundrels. I think nt. 
that's he; follow me, but at a diſtance. 

. Thead. Open the Gate I ſay there; come 8 i. 


[They enter the Garden. | 

Cour. The Stratagem ſucceeds, and 7 roy at laſt is taken, ; 
Enter Lucretia. 7 F 

Le. O dear Sir, are not you Captain Peaugard ? 4 
Cour. The fame, my dear Child, the lame ; haſt thou not 
any good Tidings for me ? you 
Luc. The private Door of the Garden on the other fi de her 
is open'd, and you may enter, Sir. My poor Lady is dy- . 
ing almoſt with Deſpair, that ſhe ſhall never ſee you more ? - 
er 


Could you now tell me News of Captain Caurtine? | 
Cour. Hah! Does then my bluſhing unknown belong 4 

to theſe Territories? It muſt be fo. ¶ Hide. Captain Cour- 

tine is juſt gone in before, Sweet-heart ; therefore if thou 


art a true Friend to Love, quickly conduct me. - 
- | Tuc. wh 
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Luc. Vil ſhew you, Sir, into the Door, where you may 

conceal yourſelf in ohe of the Arbours till I go through 
the Houſe, and bring you farther Intelligence. | 

Cour. And if my Adventure happen really to” be at 

the end of this Buſineſs my Friend and I ſhall not, I 


fancy, paſs our time very uncomfortably.| Hide. Rogues 
follow me, follow me Rogues. [ Exeunt. 


of EE FR BNR 


/ 
W 5 2 18 S 


SCENE the Garden. 


Beaugard looking out of an Arbour. 


Beau. O, fo, thus far Tam undiſcover'd ; it is as dark 
as if the Devil himſelf were abroad a ſolacing 
cn a Company of Northern Witches to Night: If 
Courtine be but enter'd with my Mirmidons, the Widow's 
infallibly all my own. Hiſt! who comes here? 


Enter Lucretia. | 

Lee. Sir, Sir, where are you? 1 
Beau. Here, here, my Friend, I wait you. 

Luc. Friend! Is not your Name 

Beau. My Name ! what, what can this mean ? T Hhde. 

Luc. Beaugard, come, come, I know you: You need 
not diſtruſt yourſelf, my Deſign is to do you Service; 
your Porcia knows you are here, and expects you with 
her Arms open ; follow me. 


Bear. Be thou my good or bad Angel, at the Charm of 
that Name I muſt follow thee, though thou lead me to 
Perdition. 


Luc. Softly, no ; Noiſe, this Way, give me Jour. Hand. 


[ Exeunt. 
Enter Cetin 
Cour. Held, let mie ſee; ay, there I think is an Arkin 


where I will creep in, and lie as cloſe as a Coward in 


the Hold at a Sea- fight. E 5 Euter 
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. Enter Theodoret. f 

Theod. Hereabouts it was I left him. It is Wonder 
fully dark. Friend, Friend, where are you ? 

Coxr. Ha! that's another ſort of Voice than the Young- 
ſters I depend upon. By H — n, Theedoret ! F,//Z72 

Theod. Friend, Friend, I ſay, where are you? 


Cour. Ay, but the Devil a word you'll get out of me. ¶ Hide. 


Theod. Why, Sir, F riend, do not you hear me? 

Cour. No. [ Hfede. 

Theod. T-am fure this muſt be the Arbour ; PII run 
and call a Flambeaux. 


Cour. That may not be ſo well neither, my Affairs will 


not agree with the Light, as 1 take it. el. 
 Theod. May be he's fallen aſleep ; let me ſee. [Gropes in- 

to the Arbour and / feels him.) 'Tis even ſo! What hoa, 
dir? | [Courtine /nores. 


Friend, Friend, 3 your Chamber's ready, and . 


ſtay for you. be 
Cour. Who's there? What ar you? 


 [ Aloud, as if  ſrighted 22 


Theed. Huſh, make no noiſe; but come away. 
Sour. Is it you, op miſtakes me for 3 
T hope. | [ Hae. 
| Theod. The fame: I wait upon you, follow me. 
Cour. If he diſcover me, allagainisruin'd ; but Darkneſ 


N 1 0 and Impudence will beſriend a good Cauſe. (Aide. 
| Event. 


CE Ne IE 
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SCENE Daredevil's Chamber, 
| With only one ſmall Lamp burning, and Daredevil on the Bed. 


Dared. MH ! oh ! oh! my Wounds and my Sins! Con- 


ſcience, Conſcience, Conſcience, how ſhall 
I quiet thee ? | [Pg Father at the Door. 


eq” © ow -I Þ 


Fare. 
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Farb. This cowardly Chicken-hearted Raſcal will die, 
| and be damn'd at laſt. (Jide) How do you do, Sir? 


How do you find yourſelf? 


Dared. Oh very ill, Heaven knows ! within. few 


Hours of a Grave, and, without great Mercy, of a deeper 
Place : Whoever you are, if you have any Charity, pro- 
cure me ſome conſcientious godly Divine to unburden 
myſelf of my Iniquityto. 


Fath. This puling, whining, repining Rogue, within g a 
theſe two Days was blaſpheming: Ought J to be hang d 


now for ſuch a Varlet n Sno I ſend you a Divine, 
you, Sir? 


Dared. It would be a great Poon, and a Comfort 
to me, Sir, 


Fatb. I'll try what 1 can do fp you, ſince I ſee your 


Condition ſo dangerous. A Pox o your queaſie Conſcience ; 
there is no Safety for me in ſtaying here, that's one thing, 
the Houſe being certainly beſet for the apprehending ſome- 
body; For looking out at the Wardrobe Window, as I 
was drefling myſelf, I obſerv'd fix or ſeven arm'd Rogues, 


with hangmanlike Faces, ſneaking and ſculking about the 


Garden, that's another thing; wherefore I will haſten 


and finiſh my Diſguiſe, and if there come an Alarm, 
take the faireſt Opportunity to get off in it ; and that for 
me will be the beſt thing. Fa Father... 


Enter Courtine. 
- Gia To what an infignificant Purpoſe have I taken 


: all this Pains to Night? here have I been put into a Rom 


with a Bed in it, with, pray, Sir, will you pleaſe to take 
your Reſt, in the Devi's Name; when my Deſign has not 
been to take my Reſt, but my Recreation: I fancy I heard 
a kind, ſmall, complaining Voice this way too, and muſt, at 
preſent confeſs myſelf in a very good naturd Humour, 
very much inclin'd to ſuccour any diſtreſſed Damſel} that 
wants a Comparion to paſsaway a tedious Night withal. 

| Dared: 


— 
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Heel. Oh! oh! Wou'd but this dear Man come now ! | 
Cour. Hah! hark! That muſt certainly be me ſhe 


means; nay, I am ſure on't : PI on a little farther. 
Dared. Oh, oh! | 
Cour. Wbere art thou, thou poor Creature 3 4 x am 
come to comfort thee. 
Dared. I wiſh you had come alittle ſooner, F am very ill. 
Cour. Alas, kind Soul, ſhe's fick with paſſionate Ex- 


pectation: This muſt * be my bluſhing, unknown or 


vant at the laſt. | 

Dared. Whereabouts are you? ? Give me tac Hand 
Hirher, will you ? 

Cour. Here, here it is, and my Heart too, thou haſt 


em both. T'll ſwear ſhe has a well grown Palm ; by the 


Rule of Proportion, PH warrant her a e — But 


ho matter, tis in the dark. LES [Apex 


Dared. Heart, ſaid you, Sir ? A my my Heart's 
| breaking. 
Cour. Breaking, dear Soul! No, no, never fear it; 


III give thee a Recipe to keep it whole, I warrant thee. 


This is the moſt Ramantick Adventure! 
| U. alli to ndr all danse. 


Porcih and Phillis at the Door, 


ths; Has then Beaugard gotten Entrance, art thou ſi ure? 


Cour. Hah! | 

Phil. Madam, fo fare, that his Valet Frnrbine is here 
in the Houſe, and told me ſo himſelf. yy 

Cour. What's that? 


Por. Then now my Part begins : Was there ever ſuen 
nhumane Cruelty comm :ted, a Wretch barbarouſſy mur- ; 


der'd and expos'd, without Cotnfort er Succour ? 


Cour. Murder, ſaid they? what, Manſlaying ł when all 


my Thoughts were upon nothing but Manmaking. I gad 
then tis time that J take care for one, and till a better 


Con- 
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Conveniency offer itſelf, here's my Burrow. 
in the Devil's Name ! What do they lay now ? vx, 
| | [Creeps under the Bed. 

Por. No, no, my Conſcience will not bear it, I muſt 
proclaim it to the World: What, hoa there? Murder, 
Murder, Murder! 

Cour. Oh Lord, here's a comfortable Condition that L 
am got into. 

Por. But does the Chirargean fay there i is certainly. no 
Danger? 

Phil. Only a thin Skin Wound on the qutſide of ps 
Belly; but that the Force of Fear in the Cowardly- 


hearted Fellow, will let him think. of nothing but a 


Grave and Damnation. 

Por. The preſent Advantage of it then muſt be im- 
prov'd: Wherefore, I ſay, the ſtinging of my Conſcience 
will not let me reſt, I dare not conceal this Murder; 


Murder, Murder, Murder! Cry M ander, en Witch, and 
alarm the Houſe. 


Phil. Here is ſomebody coming already, Madam.” 
Por. Stand ul, and obſerve then, 


Enter Beaugard. 


Bean. I think it was this way; but no matter, for r am 
. F reig Lord Paramount of this. Caſtle now The an- 
gry jealous Brother is gone to Bed, and all his warlike Fa- 
mily, where he lies as faſt, and ſnores and gapes ſo wide, 
one might ſteal the Widow out of his Mouth if ſhe were 
there. Now: could I but ſind the way to her Ladyſhip's 
Chamber, while Plunder is, according to Orders, with his 
Crew binding the drowſy Rogues of the Family in their 
ey what an . diy + would that be? For eren is 


„ „ 


a crying sin, it is an eee e, tis = 
e Beau. Au a, is frighted e runs Out. 


fat, 
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© Beau, Hah ! What do Ghoſts wall here at this time 


o Night, and in Petticoats too? Nay, then have at you, 
ye airy Forms. 

[Going out, is met by his Father, di ;fours d like a Phana- 
rick Preacher. 

Fatb. Ves, verily, and indeed it is an dba; | 


a burning Shame, anda lewd Abomination, 


Beau. Hell and the Devil! My Spirit in Petticoat:, that 
fqueak'd Abomination in Ela, converted to the fleſhly ſi- 
militude of a Holy Brother, that cants it in Gant 
Hoh Speak, what art thou ? 

| Fath. A Minifter of Peace to wounded Couſciences. | 
T come here by appointment, with an Olive Branch in 
my Mouth, to viſit a mortal Ark tofs'd and floating in 
Floods of its own Tears, for its own Frailties. 

Beau. And are you really, Sir, a Man? really the 
Godly Implement you appear to hos for the ſcowring of 
foul Conſciences ? 

Dared. Ha! ha! ha! Godly 3 ! it has al- 
moſt made me laugh; that's a HP eee Pl 
warrant him: Oh, h h! 

Fath. IJ am, my Friend, I tell th 18 of 
the Choſen; thou ſavour'ſt . the old = ftand off, and 
do not pollute me with too near Communication : I come 
to convert a Sinner to the Truth; it was I that convert- 
ed ——- as ſome ſay, nobody; and expounded the Groans 
of the Proteſtant Board. How fareth our Brother? (fe: 

Dared. Alas, Sir, very weak; upon the Point of Diſ. 
ſolution, and tormented with the Stings of a _ 
Conſcience. 

Fatb. Lay then one Hand upon thy Heart. 

Dared. I do ſo. 
| Fath. Lend me the other; that in the pouring forth thy Sins, 
thy right Hand may not know what thy left Hand doth. 
Beau. A very material Point that is truly. (HAde, 
Fatb. Thou haſt liv'd in Wickedneſs long. "WM 

| | 1 Dared. 
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Dared. From ſixteen to eight and forty, without the f 


leaſt Repentanee, or a Thought of it. 

Fath. A very dangerous State ! but for thy darling Sins, 
Inprimis, what? | | 

Dared. Drankenneſs. 

Fath. A very pernicious Sin, and of the Dev: I's own 
Inſtitution ; for it ſets our Souls o fire: Nay, it ſets our 
Noſes o fire, and ſets Houſes o'fire. Drunkenneſs 
Did you ever burn any Houſes ? 

Dared. Never but three, and they Houſes of Pollution 
too; Bawdy-Houſes, Sir. 
 Fath. So. much the worſe: For if Bawdy- Houſes be 
burnt, what civil Family in this City ſleeps ſafe? I never 
| burnta Bawdy-Houſe in my Life, tha:'s my Comfort. 4/fde. 
Dared. Item, Whoredom, Adultery. | 


Fatb. For Adultery, I mean corrupting of other Meng 
Wives, let me tell you, it isa crying Sin, and a very loud 
one too; but do you repent? 
| Dared. From the bottom of my Heart. 

Beau. So, Heaven be thank'd, there's no Harm in p! ain 
Whoredom. (Aldi. 

Fath. No more to be ſaid dns be comforted, and I'll 
abſolve thee: But with whom was this Wickedneſs 
committed laſt ? 

Dared. With my Nn Friend's Wife, and one chat 
deſerv'd much better of me. 

Beau, And that was very friendly done of thee raly: 

Fath. Impudent Rogue! (Ade) But was ſhe very young? 

Beau. Ay, now the feeling circumſtantial Queſtions 
are ſtarting, | 

Dared. About eighteen, and not yet wedded a full Year. 

Fath. Voluptuous Dog Ade. But handſom too? 
Was ſhe very handſom ? 

Dared. Too beautiful to ha ve had fo little Virtue. 

Fath. Her Name, her Name: Tell me her Name. 

Quickly, I fay unto thee, let me know her Name. 


Beau. 


(Alde. 


. 
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| Beau, Well faid, well faid there, ofd Fornication. Hide. 
Dared. That I have promis d ſhall for ever be a Secret, Sir. 
Farb. Then thou artdanit'd, and I do not abſolve thee. 


I T muſt know this precious young Harlot, Aide. 
Once more I ſay, her Name. | 


Dared. But I have 8 Sir; ; you'd not have me he 


forſworn 5 


Fatb. A mortal Sin in itſelf ; Swearing is another Sin: 
Farewel. I'll have no more to do with thee : Thy Sins 


are of too deep a Dye, and Satan be upon thee—A damn'd | 


Rogue, not to tell me her Name] = [ Zlide. 
Dared. Oh ! oh! dear Sir, come back again, and leave 


me not in this deſperate, deſponding, {ad Condition. 


[Exit Father. 
Beate, Ihe has any Mercy inthis Caſe, but upon his own. 


n he no Father of mine I'm ſure o on t.. [Afae 


Enter Lueretia. 


Luc. Oh, Sir, Iam glad I have met with you; a d 
with you in private; turn, turn this way into the next 
Room quickly ; Porcia, Porcia, your Widow Porcia, Sit. 
Beau. Ha peak, where is ſhe, thou my, ape . 
Mercury? 1 

Luc. I am to bring a to ow this Moment: No 


more Words, but in Sir, in, if you'll be happy. 


Cour. Porcia, Porcia, ſaid he? Then Em ſure it muſt be 
Beaugard; à pretty Pimp that, VII watrant him. 2 
Beau. And ſhall T truſt thee? 

Lune. Why ſhould: 1 deceive „50 s 
Beau. Be ſure thou doſt not, as thou lov TY the Welfare 
of this ſoſtʒ tender Owfide ;-adieu'for a Minute. FE xit- 

Luc That Minute gives her to your Polleſfon, Sh 
Hiſt, Madam, Hiſt ! the Coaſt is now hee | 

Sy Where are you, Ill. nature? ; 

Lue. Here, tortur d wits * Longing: Where: are 
PP. come, COME. 


I 
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Sv. Why do you make me do this? 
Luc. Is that a Queſtion now ? Turn, turn into the 
dark Chamber: I'll but ſecure this Dn and then the 
Night” sour OWN. 
| $jlv. Don't ſtay too long. 
Cour. How afraid ſhe is, leſt he ſhowd come again too 
ſoon ? HlAlae. 
Luc. Be fatisfy'd, Pil fly— that 1s, from you as faſt as I 
can ; for I hope I have fitted you. (Exit Sylvia. 
Cour. Nay, faith, if this be the Cuſtom of the Houle, 
PI lurk here no longer. The Devil again! ! | 


** 


Re-enter Father. 

Fath. Trouble me no more, I fay, I will not be per- 
fwaded, I will know the Adultreſs's Name, that I may 
admoniſh her ; for it has been of ancient PraQtice in theſe 
our pious Offices, to make our Converts confeſs, not on- 


ly all they know, but all that we have a mind to know. 


Dared. Not Sir, I hope, if it be improper. 
Fath. No matter for that, proper or improper, right or 


wrong, true or falſe, if it be for our uſe, it muſt be con- 


feſſed. Therefore I ſay, and ſay again, I do not abſolve 
thee, thou art in the State of Perdition ſtill: Tell me her 
Name, or for thy Drunkenneſs, and burning of Houſes, 
thy Whoredoms and Adulteries; Blaſphemy and Pro- 
phaneneſs; thy Swearing, and Forſwearing; thy rubbing 
out Milk-ſcores, and Lamb-blacking of Signs in Covent- 
Garden; thy breaking of Windows, killing Conſtables 
and Watchmen, Beadles, Taylors, Hackney-Coachmen 
and Link-boys ; for all theſe 
(__ Y /queaking from each fide of the 8 tage, one from 
Via. 

Hark aw: the ſcreaming Fiends are at the Door already. 
Hark. (Scream again. 
Cour. Nay, Madam, if you fqueak, and think to ala- 
rum the Houſe, if 1 do not behave myſelf like a true 
| Friend 
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Friend to "Fay I am miſtaken, and fo here I'm poſted, 
and thus will maintain the Paſs. 

[Goes to the Door where Beau gard and bis W; fe are, and 

draws his Sword to defend it. 

Luc. [At the Door.) Well ſaid, * civil, dear, and 
friendly Cuckold. Ih 
14 Enter Theodoret, and Posts . 


22 Come forth, thou Strumpet. WR. 

Por. Nay, cruel Theodpret, do not, do not kill me: 
Here-on my Knees | 

Cour, How's this? Porcia ken there, and my Friend 
here in private with Porcia too? 

Theod. By Heav'n thou dy'ſt this heme, 
Cour. By Hell though, but ſhe ſhall not, Sir. 


Enter Sylvia, and Beaugard purſuing her. 


Beau. Nay, Madam, then! How's this ? my Widow 
ſplit in twain? My Porcia there, and Porcia here too? 
Confound me] Courtine's Wife! I have done finely. 

| Theod. You'll juſtify this Ufage? 

Cour. You ſee I'm reſponſible. [Shews him Beau. 

| Beau. By Heav'n unhand her, or — Nay, look Sir, well, 
you'll kngw me [Throws off his Diſguiſe. 

Por. My Faithful Soldier! 

Beau. My victorious Widow! She runs into his Arms. 

Tbeod. Call up my Servants there, raiſe all che Houſhold. 

Dean. I'll do it, Sit comme 

[v the Sign, Plunder and his Party appear. 

See, here are thoſe that are ready to wait on you, if 2 
have any Service to command them. | 

 Theod. And 1 will find 'em Service that ſhall warm 
8 LExit. 

Cour. Now, I fancy, by this Lady's concealing herſelf, 
ſhe may be a Diſcovery worth the making. Madam, you 
re here my Friend is inconftant, but truly nothing could 
ever 
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ever wean him from this Widow here 15 / 
my Wife! my rigid virtuous Wife! my damn'd, con- 
founded jealous Wife 
Beau. Now there are very hopeful Matters towards, 
Cour. It was very courteouſſy done of me, Beaugara, 


was it not, to keep the Door Tor you, with my ownWife, 


Sir? 
Beau. Nay, let us not ale Ned. Tu give thee a 


friendly account of this Matter to-morrow between our- 
ſelves; in the meantime WI I have not wrong'd | 


thee. 
Por. Will you never leave this Foraging into other 

Folks Quarters, Captain ? 
'- Beau. I am afraid, Widow of mine, you has Fin- 
ger in the Plot, though -—— 

Sylu. Indeed, my Deareſt | | 

Cour. Your humble Servant, my Deareſt ! I am only 

glad of this fair Opportunity to be rid of you, myDearef : 
henceforth, my Deareſt, I ſhall drink my Drink, my Dear- 


eſt, I ſhall whore, my Deareſt ; and ſo long as I can pimp 


fo handſomely for you, myDeareſt, I hope, if ever we re. 
turn into the Country, you'll wink at a ſmall Fault now and 
then with the Dairy-wench, or Chamber-maid, myDeareft. 


Sto. I always was a Burden to your Sight, and you 


ſhall be this time eas'd on't. 
Cour. With all my Heart : 
laſt for ever, 


[ Exit. 
Heav'n grant it would 


E ter Theodoret, 


Weod. My Doors lock'd up! my Servants gagg'd and 
bound! I am betray'd, undone, and will not live to bear it. 

Beau. Nay, hold, Sir, none of that neither: This De- 
ſign was not laid for a Tragedy. 

Theod. How do you intend to deal with me? 

Beau. Likea Gentleman, Sir, though you hardly de- 
ſerye it of me : In ſhort, this Lady is my Charge _ 

| an 
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| and you i in a my Power z and by her Authority, this be- 
ing her own Houſe, I made thus bold with it; and 
will take care to diſpoſe of her hereafter out of the reach 
of your mercileſs Tyranny ; nay, if this reverend Perſon 
will do us the friendly Office, though I have ofien re. 
nounc'd it, am ready to do it one way this Moment. 
Daredevil; wilt thou lend me thy Chaplain? 
Dared. Heh ! 

Por. Riſe, Sir ; won't you riſe If your old Friend 
and 1 make a Match on't, I hope you'll be ſo kind to 
dance at the Wedding. | 
| | Dared. Dance, Madam! I am dying. 
- Phil. That's falſe, to my Knowledge, Madam : For 
the Surgeon told me laſt Dreſſing. it was ſo ſlight a 
Wound, he had much ado to keep it from healing. 
; Dared. Ves, by the ſame Token when he had done with 
me, he began with you, forſooth, and ſaid, he would ſhew 
you a little of his Operation, for handling and tampering 
with his Box of Inſtruments, and there's theTrath out now. 
Al. Ha! hal ha! 
Dared. Why, Gentlemen, Ladies, Friends, . 


F | am not I dying? am not I wounded j Is not there a Hole 


in my Belly that you may turn a Coach and fix in? 
Beau. No, no: Prithee leave raving, and get up for 

ſhame, Man. Thou an Atheiſt ! Thou believe neither a 
God nora Devil, and be afraid of a Hurt no bigger than 
a Pinhole ! Courtine, lend us thy Hand to raiſe up our old. 
Friend here: Well, how is't now? [Sets him on his Legs. 

Dared. Ha! Faith and Troth, I fancy not ſo bad as I 

- thought i it was. Methinks I begin to find myſelf pretty 

| hearty : I can ſtand, I can walk too, I have no Pain at 

all. How doſt thou do, old Orthodox? 


[Strikes him on his Shoulder, which ſhakes the * 
from his Face. 


Cour. 
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Cour. Ah! but you repented, Daredevil; thou didſt re- 
pent, Friend: I am ſorry to hear of it with all my Heart; it 
will be a foul blot in thy Eſcutcheon; but thou didſt repent. 

Fath. A Pox on the Blockhead, now I ſhall be known. 

| 5 [Pumbling to fix his Diſguiſe again, 
Dared. Repent ! prithee be quiet, Man; repent, quoth- a] 
Why, doſt thou think I did not know my old Cuſtomer 
for two Deuces here, old Anti. Abraham, the F Ae of 
Unbelievers? 
Fath. My Facky! my little Rogue! my dainty Boy 1 
Thou Son of thy nown Father! I can hold no longer; 
and I muſt kiſs thee, and I will kiſs thee, e, e, e, e, you Dog, 
you Dog, you Dog, you _ dear damn'd Dog. 
| [Sings old Simon. 
Huzza, the Widow's our own : There lie Divinity. 

Beau. A very Cutter, as I live, had he but a Tabitha, 

a perfect Cutter . 

Fatb. Now Fach boy, ach, you Rogue, ſhall not I 
have a little Spill out of this Portion now, hah ? The jolly 
Worms that have fatten'd ſo long in this Malmfey Noſe of 
mine with the Fumes of Sack, will die, and drop out of 
their Sockets elfe. Couldſt thou have the Heart to ſee 
this illuminate Nofe of mine look like an empty Honey- 
comb ? Cou!dſt thou be ſo hard-hearted ? ' 

Por. Faith, Captain, be mollify'd ; the old Gentleman, 

methinks, propoſes very moderately. 
Farb. It ſhall be ſo; ſhe ſhallbe my Daughter-in-Law, 
though I invert the Order of Duty, and aſk her Bleſſing. 
Beau. Look you, Sir: Though you have been a very 
ungracidus Father, upon Condition that you'll promiſe to 
leave of Gaming, and ſtick to your Mhering and Drink- 
ing, I will treat with you. 

Fath. The Truth og't is, I kave been to blame, Jacks 3 
but thou ſhalt find me hereafter very obedient ; that is, 
Provided I have my Terms, which are theſe, | 
| _ * On, they, 


5 Ful. 
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Fath. Three Bottles of Sack, Fack, per Diem, without 
Deduction, or falſe Meaſure: Two Pounds of Tobacco 
per Month; and that of the beſt too. 

Beau. Truly, this is but reaſonable. | 
Fatb. Buttock-Beef, and March-Beer at Dinner, you 
Rogue: A young Wench of my own chuſing, to wait on 
no body but me: Always Money in my Pocket : 4 old 
pacing Horſe, and an Elbow-Chair. | 
eau. Agreed. Veu ſee, Sir, already, I am 1 
to ſettle my Family; and all this comes by the Domi- 
nion Chance has over us. By Chance, yen took the 
Charge of an old Father off from my Hands, and made 
a Chaplain ef him. By the ſame fort of Chance I have 
taken this Lady off from your Hands, and intend to 
make her another fort of Demebich” What ar you, | 
Sir ? Are you contented? 

. Theod. I cannot tell whether I am or no. 

Beau. Then you are not ſo wiſe a Man as I took you 
for. In the meantime, for your Liberty, you muſt dif. 
penſe with the want of it, till I have this Night ſecured 
the Safety of my Widow. Your Friend, Gratian, be- 
eauſe of his Wounds, is only lock'd in his Chamber, 
and may take his Reſt as otherwiſe. For the other 
part of the Family, I care not to make Excules. 

Thus flill wvith Power in Hand, awe treat of Peace ; 
But when ti: ratify\d, Suſpicions ceaſe ; 

The conquer d to recruiting Labours move ; 

Lite * * V. tor crowns his Eaſe vad Lowe. 


we | N = a 
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By Mr. Duke, ot Combridee.”. 


T js not 1 al in the noiſy Pit 
Tumultuous Faction = the Judge of 
* Wit; 

BY There 1 applauded 1 their 
Bleckheads crit. 


At a Whig-Brother's Play, the bawling Crowd 
Burſt out in Shouts, as zealous,” and as loud, 
As when ſome Member's flout Election-Beer 
Gains the mad Voice of a whole Drunken Shire, 


And yet Cen then our Poet's Truth was try'd, 
Tho” 'twas a deviliſh Pull to ftem the Tide; 
And thi he n&er did Line of Treaſon write, 
Nor made one Rocket on Queen Beſs's Night; 
Such was his Fortune, or jo good his. Cauſe, 

E*en then he faid not wholly of Applauſe. 

He that could then eſcape, now bolder grows : 

Since the Whig-Tide's run out, the Loyal flows. 
All you who lately here preſum'd to bawl, 

Take Warning from our Brethren at Guild-Hall : 
The Spirit of Rebellion there is quelPd, 

And here your Poet's Acts are all repeal'd : 
Impartial Juſtice has reſum'd again 

Her awful Seat, nor bears the Sword in vain, 
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And the Law's Vengeance overtake the Crimes, 
The perjur'd Wretch ſhall no Protection gain 
From his diſhonour'd Robe and Golden Chain ; 
But ftand. expes'd to all th inſulting Town, 

M pile rotten Rags bedawb the Scarlet Gown, 
Pack hence betimes, you that were never ſparing 
To fave the Land, and damn yourſelves by n. 


1 


* Shauld the wiſe. City now, to ſe your Fears,” 
rect an Office to inſure your Ears; © 
Thither ſuch numerous Shoals of Witneſſes | 
And Juries, conſcious of their Guilt, would preſs, 
Dat to the Chamber hence might more be gain'd, 
Than ever Mother Creſwell from it drain d; 
And Perjury to the Orphans Bank reſtore 
Hhatever Whoredom robb'd it g 7 _ 
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"LORD, * ＋ 11 Fs ox SF; 1201 8 
= Am, ſufficiently Gnfble: of my. 
on Arrogance, in that being 
AZ almoſt a Stranger td every 
ching of Vou but your F ame, I durſt 
obtrude ſo abject a Trifle as this, under 
the Patronage of ſo eminent a Perſon ;:; bo 
but that generous Candour, wherewith'” IE 
You oblige all the World, gave me Cu- 
rage to hope You might atleaſt pardon WW 
this firſt Offence in me. And though, Wal 
perhaps, the beſt Preſents of this nature 
may not be more than ordinary grate- 
ful; yet J have here my Wiſhes, if the 
Sincerity of my Zeal may atone for the 
Meanneſs of the Offering: That is the 
fartheſt Proſpect I take, 3 whilſt I 
have in view, I dare not (though, per- 
haps, as juſtly as ſome others have done 
I might) complain of the Cenſures of 
. i 1 3 the 
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the World; for fin ce Te Kart Feat 
| Your Lordſhip prov'd indulgent, I were 
unworthy of he Fe Favours You beſtow'd, 
ſhould 1 be concern'd at the Malice or 
Petulancy of thoſe, who (alas!) will 
needs thinks it Modiſn to be Critical, 
but in the mean while forget tis as 7 
teel to be Civil. No, my Lord, 'tis 
under Vour Umbrage only I would e . 5 
Protection, to whom Heaven has given 
a Soul whoſe Endowments are as much 
above Flattery, as itſelf abhors it; and 
Which are as impoſſible to be deſcribed, 
as I am unable to comprehend them. 
But as pooreſt Pilgrims, when they viſit 
- Shrines, will make ſome Preſents where 
they kneel: 80 I have here brought mine, 
by your own Goodnefs only made wor- 
thy to be preferv'd; in whoſe Defence 


1-can ſay nothing mote, than that with 
it all my beſt Endeayours are, and ever 


ſhall be ready to teſtify how much Tam 
„„ Lou 
| The moſt earneſt of - Your. 
| Serwants and Admirers, - 
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Tuer did Rhymer grlater e run, 

Mong ſt us by your, Severity undone : 

Though aue, alas] to oblige je haue done moſt, 

And Jade ye Pleaſures at your o fad 5 4 | 
Yet all our Beſt \Engeawours hawe been loft... BONE 
So oft a States mal Inb'ring to be good,” e 

His Honeſty? s for Treaſon ander; 75 5 
Whilſt ſome falſe flaitering Minion of the Court, no» þ 
Shall play the Traitor, and be Honour d fort. 8 
To you E Fudzes of what's Senſe and Ii it, 
Our Author favears he gladly will ſubmit: 

But there's a fort of things inſeſt the Pit, 

That will be witty, ſpite of Nature tbo, 

And to be thought fo, haunt and peſter peu. 
Hither ſometimes thoſe Would-be Wits repair, 
In gueſt of you; where if jou not appears. 

Cries on. Pugh! Damn me what do we do here? 
Straight up he ſtarts, his Garniture then puts 
Ir order, ſo he cocks; and out he. ftruts, 

To th' Coffee- Houſe, where he about him lots: 
Spies Friend, cries Jack - Pe been to-night at th' Duke's 5. 

The filly Rogues are all undone, my Dear, 

I'gad! not one of Senſe that I ſaw there. 

_ Thus to himſelf he'd Reputation gather 

Of Wit, and good Acquaintance, but has neither. 

Mit has indeed a Stranger been of late, TS 
"Mongft its Pretenders nought ſo firange as that. 

Both Houſes too too long a Faſt have hnown, 

Dat coarſeft Nonſenſe goes moſt glibly down. 

Thus though this Trifler never wrote before, > 
Yet faith he wentur'd on the common Score: 
Since Nonſenſe is fa generall ly allow'd, 

He 28 that his may paſs among ſt the Croud, 
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. 11 SCENE, 15 
UB: c E N E, 4 Palace.) =? 6 


Ea * Timandra b Draxilla. . 
ab without, Deramnes 7 Weramnes / \Theramnes ! # 1 


Enter a 8 er want. 


# 


T1MANDRA. 
HAT mean theſe Shouts ? 
Serv. Oh all your "PE are croſt, 
The gallant Alcibiades i is loſt. 
SLAIN 7im. Hah ! : | 
$a —— When laſt Night the Youth of Athens late 
Roſe up the Orgia to celebrate. 8 
The Bacchanals, all hot .and drunk with Wine, TIP 
He led to the Almighty 'Thund'rer's Shrine; 
And there his Image ſeated on a Throne, 
They violently took and tumbled down: 
This Opportunity Theramnes got | 
To ſupplant him, and his own Ends promote ; . 
For by the Senate he was doom'd to bleed, 
And that his Rival-ſhould in all ſucceed TY 
But he, the threatning Danger to evade. 
Is to the Spartan Camp for Refuge fled :: n þ 
And now, by Order from the Senate, all Wa 


W Shouts proclaim Theramnes General. * 
boy 5 Dia. 


10 we IBIADES. © 

Tim. But is he fled?- Has he ſo meanly dene, 

To leave me to be wretched here alone? 

Ts this thy plighted Faith, is this thy Truth! | 

Oh too unkind, falſe, and unconſtant Youth ! [ Ex. Serv. 

Drax. Madam, believe not but my Brother's juſt, 

Vou wrong his Honour by this mean Diſtruſt; 

Think you that-Diſtance can his Love rebate! 

Tim. Thy young Experience never felt the Weight 

Of Lovers Fears; if juſt, he'll eafflly _ 

Excuſe that Love, that breeds this Jealouſy. [have. 
Drax. But, Madam, for theſe Doubts no grounds yau 
Tim. Alas! go aſk of Madmen why they rave. 

What more could Fate do to augment my Woe? 


"© | J love, am mad, and know not what I do. 


I, who before had nothing in my Eyes 
But Glory and Love growing to Delight; 
Like Chymiſts waiting for their Labours Prize, 
My Hopes are daſh'd and ruin'd in their height. 
Drax. Alas, we but with weak Intelligence - 


Read Heaven's Decrees; th'are writ in Myſtick Senſe ; 


| For were they open laid to mortal Eyes, 
Men would be Gods, or they no Deities. 
Perhaps the wiſer Powers thought fit this way 
To give your growing Happineſs allay, 

' Left ſhould it in its high Perfection come, 
Your Soul for the Reception might want room. 


Tim. Thy Reaſons, kind Draxilla, weakly move: 


What Woman e'er complain'd of too much Love? 
No, had I naked to the World been left, 

Of Honour, and its gaudy Plumes bereft, 

Yet all theſe I with Gladneſs could reſign, 

So Alcibiades had ſtill been mine; 

But he remov'd, what can they give alone? 
What is the Caſket when the Jewels gone? 

| Drax. Madam, if he be gone, tis to obtain 
A nobler Luſtre, and return again: | | 
Think you his great Soul could with Patience 95 8 
His rifled Honours heap'd on's Enemy ; 
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And not his Rage have grown to # 0 and 1 

As muſt have ruin'd all your Happineſs? . 

But he withdrew, and like a zealous Hermit did forego | 

Thoſe little Toys, to a Heav'n in you. 
Tim. 'That Zeal m 3 be very weak 1 faint, 

That lets the Votary forſake his Saint: 

No, he is happy in ſome other Flame; | 

And from his Breaſt has blotted out my Name : 

So that there nothing more remains for me, 

But a kind Death, or a long Miſery. 

But Death alone's the unhappy Lover's Eaſe, 

That ſeals up to us an eternal Peace | 

By that our Souls to endleſs Pleaſures move, 

And we enjoy an everlaſting Love. 

Yet &er I die, as die I feel I muſt, 

To Alcibiades I would be jul, + 

Fain would I let him know how I reſign _ 

All in him, that his paſt Vows had made mine : 

Then to its Seat in Peace my Soul ſfiould fly, 

And calmly at my Lover's Feet I'd die. 

Draxilla, for thy Friend, what couldſt thou do? 
Drax. Madam, I could do any thing for you; 

I know not what you'd aſk me I'd deny, 

Except that cruel thing, to ſee you die. 
Tim. Some ſafe Diſguiſes for us then provide, 

From watchful Eyes our ſadden Flight to hide; 

Henee to the Spartan Camp Pll forthwith move, 

Borne on the Wings of Jealouſy and Love; 

For I'm refolv'd-to . Ia the worſt of Fate; 

I wou'd be bleſt; can be unfortunate; 

Since 'tis the only thing of Heav'n I crave, 

To! meet a faithful Lover, or' a Grave. 


Theramnes at the Door. 


They. — 5, kind Poli ndus, here 
Whilſt I go pay my juſt Devotion there: [Szepping to Tim. 
See, faireſt Queen of Love and Beauty, here 
You! faithfulleſt and humbleſt Workbipper, e 
A 6 Who 


9 "> ho 


. 2882 ALCIBIADBS. 8 
Wikekomes: to offer upa' Sacrifice, 8 . 5 


To thoſe Eternal Glories of 'your Eyes: : 
It is a Heart as ſpotleſs and fincere, © 
As the chaſte Vows of holy Veſtals "I ons ei, 1 8 
Accept, Divine one, and pronounce my N 
Vm. Are you, my Lord; to mpck m Sorrows come? ? 
Ther. No, (guided by my Love) I humbly came, 
To pay my Duty, and preſent my Flame. 
Tim. What Flame or Duty can you'owe to me? 
Ther. Next what the Holy to the Deity, 1 
When they for Bleſſings at the Altars move; 0 LIN 5 
Tis Adoration; Madam, join'd with Love. 
Tim. Love! I thought that had been e 'er this o 'erblown; 
I'm ſure it hadfmall Hopes to live upon. | 
Ther. That Love, which only tedious Pc ſuſtain, 
Is a dull, eaſy, and ignoble Pain: cw . | 
Mine's an enlivening and tranſporting . 
W hoſe Flames increaſe, and ſtill are piercing higher. 
Jim. Ves, as from Piles ſome wilder Flames eſſay 
To mount, but baffled, part in Fumes away: 
So all that Love, you now fo ſtrongly boaſt, 
Sever'd from Hope 1 in a weak Vapour's loſt; IS 
But you too urgent in your Suit appear. 
Ther. Oh what's too urgent for a Joy ſo dear! 
Tim. Since then you Conſtancy ſo firmly vow, 1 
Worthy Theramnes, here I do ſo too. [Gives her Hand. 
Ther. Thus, when the Storms of Love are oyerpalt, 
We gain the wiſh'd-for Port of Bliſs at laſt. 
I ne'er could doubt. [K:Jes hes. Band. 
Tim. Then know I ne'er can ceaſe 


a rae I ee nl 
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From my vow'd Love to Alcibiades. | 
Ther. I'm loſt, and all thoſe Joys I ſaw ſo near, 

Vaniſh, and leave me wand'ring in Deſpair : 

Thus, Madam, barb'rous Cruelty y'ave ſhown, 

' Raiſing me up only to throw me down. + 
Tim. Not to deceive you, I (Theramnes) know 

How much I am oblig' d t your Love and You. 


Since 


Are [BIADES. | 
| Since you ſuch am ple Kindneſs did er 5 
In favour of my ibis 7 
How poorly did” yowenvy the Efleem | 5 
J for his matchlets V. irtltes Bad, and. Him! 
When finding iin; abantoh'd 'by the: Sta ite, 
You, to advance your Int ret, did create 
New Feuds 1 — 2 
As if my Love were balane'd by bs P. ate: © 
No, he had nobler Charms my Breaſt to move, 
Unbleauſir'd Eönour, and A ſpotleſs Love: F- 
Which though. perhap s now- know another F lame, hb 
Yet I have Love and Paſhon for their Name. 
Ther.. Am I then of all hopes of Bliſs debarr'd? | 
Oh too ſoft Charms ſway'd by a Heart too hard! 
Tim. Ware ſomething diſcompos' d, Sir, I e 
And 'tis but Modeſty to take my leave. 
Ther. Oh ſtay, and pity a poor Lover's Fate | 
Tim... If Pity, Sir, is all you aſk, take that. [{coff! 
Der. Heay ns, can ſhe at thoſe. Chains ſhe gave me 
Tim. ou at FP: pleaſure, Sir, may ſhake em off. 
[ Exeunt Tim. and Drax. 
79 Polyndus.. 
Pol. How fares my nobleſt Friend? 


Ther. As thoſe who are, OT 
Tott'ring upon the Brinks of dire Deſpair © 
Help and retrieve me with thy aſſiſting Hand, . 
Love thruſts me forward, and J cannot fland, 2 1- 


Pol. Then, Sir, turn back, and face your wiring Fc oe. 
Ther. Alas! what can a fetter'd Captive do? 11 
The more I ſtrive, the faſter I am bound. 
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As ign'rant Swimmers are with ſtruggling Arown' 4. att 
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Pol. Timandra ſurely can't in Honour leſs; | 
Than crown your Love with proſperous Sueceſs, 
When ſhe believes (as certainly ſne muſt ; 
That Alcibiades is prov'd unjuſt, 

Der. Alas, ſhe loves him with much greater Flame, 
And pays Devotion to his very Name: | 

"Did 


* 


. be, © ae: 
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Diſtance adds to their Loves a Violence; 5 KW 
And their Souls hold from far Intelligence, 
Thus my miſtaking Policy out- run x 

My Fate; and I'm by my own Plots undone. 
| Pol Why do you ler your Soul be ſo * . 
Tis Patience beſt befits a gallant Breaſt. 
Der. Patience! What's that? the Miſtreſs of tame Fools, 
That can in nothing elſe employ their Souls : 


No; fince Timandra, thou canſt diſappro 
My juſt Flame for an abſent Rival's rok 
Pl and that Rival out, and ſnatch his Breath, 
Though every Step I tread encounter Death. 
Pol. Now, Sir, y'are brave. | 
Already you've diſarm'd Timandra's Charms, 
Mlethinks J fee you revling in her Arms! 

Let's then 'o'the Wings of Love and Honour fly 
To th' Field, and meet th' inſulting Enemy: | 
Where through the Paths of Death and Blood we'll go 


To meet your Rival, and his Country's Foe: 


There the remembrance of 7i-zanda's Charms 


Shall add freſh Courage to our conqu'ring Arms. 
But if Fate the Succeſs fo order ſhall, 
That by your RivaPs Sword you chance to fall: 
I then (as Honour juſtly will command, ) 
Inſpir'd by Friendſhip and Timandra's Name, 


Will bravely ftem him, and with this bold Hand 
Revenge, or fall a Victim to your Flame. 


Such gallant Courage and ſuch Honour wear! 

How can my Aims but in my Wiſhes end, | Embraces 

That have ſoworthy and ſo brave a F riend? F bim. 

Come, my Polindus——— ¼ CER 
Pol. On my Friend III wait, 


SCENE 


Ther. Oh noble generous Youth ! whoſe tender Years | 


Through all the Labyrinths of Love and Fate len, ü 


ALCIBIADES. 4 * 


| SCENE II. The Tent of 's Pain Books "the... 


King and Queen of Sparta, Alcibiades, Tiflaphernes, | 
Patroclus, Guards, Ladies, „ 


King. Now muſt proud Athens lay her Tilunipha d 
And pay her Glory's Tribute to my Crown; 
No more ſhall ſtupid Greece her Fetters wear, 
Nor make diſadvantageous Peace ſor fear; 
But ſhe herſelf muſt in Subjection come, | 
And humbly at my Feet expect her Doom. 1 
J, Yes, Sir; all Glories muſt, when yours break fort˖k, 
Go out, and lofe their Beauty, and their Worth: 
And like falſe Angels vaniſh and be gone, 
Dreading thoſe Shapes they durſt before put on. | 
Pat. Athens, the World's great Miſtreſs, will not be 
Courted with low and vulgar Gallantry. 
Her Glory aims at higher Characters, 
Than heavy Gown-men clad in formal Furrs : 
Who wins her, Deeds *bove common Fate muſt do; 
And ſo ſhe's only Miſtreſs fit for you. | 
King. Yes! and I only will enjoy her too. 
But noble generous Youth, thou haſt alone ¶ 70 Alcibiades. 
Things worthy the Athenian Honour done: 
Thou like a tow'ring Eagle ſoar'dſt above 
That lower Orb in which they faintly move ; 
A Flight too high for their dull Souls to uſe, 
Which prompted em that Honour to abuſe; 
Thinking their Baſeneſs they might palliate, 
With the dark Cloud of Policy and State. | 
But let them that dark Myſtery purſue, _. 
By Worth and Honour Empires greateſt grow; 
Which when abus'd, their Glory does ſuppreſs, 
As revers'd Proſpects make the Object leſs. 
Alc. Yours, Sir, like Heaven's great Soul, is. PR 
Diſpenſing its kind influence on all. 
This makes Succeſs and Victory repair, 


To move with you as in their proper Sphere: 
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As fragrant Dews leave the corrupter Earth, 


Than to want Pow'r to ſerve ſo good a King. 

But fince Time tells me that my Glaſs is run, 

Setting me backward where I firſt begun; $ 
Since no way elſe they can their Duty ſhow, : 


Exhal'd by th* Sun from whom they had their Birth. 1 
King.” The Truth of that we by your Laurels know, 8 
Conqueſt your Arms, Triumph ſtill waits your Brow ; * 
By your Succeſs th* Atbenian Greatneſs roſe, 55 Tf 
Your Courage ſcatter d their inſulting Foes; _ | ＋ 
And from that Height to which by you th'are grown, - 
*T is your Succeſs alone muſt throw 'em down. _ | B 
Thus have we made you Gen'ral of our Force; ws 
And all thoſe Honours you were robb'd of there, | 1 
We'll make our Study to redouble here. Tus > 
Ti/. And I, (if that my Malice tell me true,) x1 H 
As diligently ſhall his Plagues purſue. _. (Aide. D 
Alc. Of all my Courage or my Sword ſhall do, | St 
Ithe Succeſs muſt to your Virtue owe. A 
The Honour and the Juſtice of your Cauſe U 
So glorious are, Fate muſt from them take Laws : 1 
So you o'er Athens this Advantage have, | | A 
You Fortune rule, to whom ſhe's but a Slave. * 
King. Enjoy, my 7. Hapbernes, now thy Kate,” V 
And plant freſh Laurels in the Shades of Peace. 0 
The Glories thou haſt won ſo num' rous are, > 
They ſeem as many as thy Age can bear. Z 
But if thy ſpacious Soul thou canſt confine | \ 
Within this narrow Manſion of mine J 
Be this the utmoſt of thy Wiſhes Bound, 
Poſſeſs his grateful Heart, whoſe Head th'aſt crown 
 Ti/. Heav'n knows my Age does feel no ſharper Sing 
4 
4 
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I'll only employ my Hands to Heav'n for you: 
And what my Sword can't, may Devotion do. 
King. How truly he a glorious Monarch is, 
That's crown'd with Bleſſings ſo ſublime as theſe! 
How can I but in all things happy be, | 
Propt by ſuch Courage-and ſuch Piety ? G 
* 1 To 


. 


AECIBIA DES. 7 
To me, with Gods, Similitude is givn, | : 
"Tis Pow'r and Virtue that ſupports their Hear n. 
Our Royal Standard to the City bear, 2 1 
T” alarm it to 95 :dience,. or to War⸗ 1 „ 
To- morrow muſt decide th Athenian Fate, F. xeugt Ons. 
This Day to Joy and Eaſe we'll conſecrate. præt. i. 

Tiſ. Ungrateful King! thy ſhallow Ams purſue ; 

But, my briſk Upſtart Fav'rite, have at you. 

Was it fox this my active Vouth I ſpent 
In War? and knew no dwelling but a Tent! © 

Have I for this through Invious Mountains paſt? 

Demoliſh'd Cities, and laid Kingdoms waſte? 

Still in his Cauſe unweary'd Courage ſhown? \' | 

And almoſt hid his Head in CrownsI won! 20 

Upon my Breaſt receiv'd ſo many Scars, £3 470 

They ſeem a Wardeſcrib'd in Characters! e 4 
And muſt the Harveſt of my Toil and Blood, EY * 

Upon a fawning Rebel be beſtow'd ; * BY AN 

Who having falſe to his own Country been, 

Comes here to play his Treaſons o'er again?? 17 

Muſt he at laſt tumble my Trophies down, CAS A 

And revel in the Glories-I have won? 2 15 1 4 

Whilſt from my Honours they me diſengage, 

With a dull Compliment to feeble Age. 

What ails this hardy.Hand, ithat yet it ſhou'd 

Tremble at Death, or fart at reeking Blood? 

Methinles this Dagger I as firmly hold eee Dare. 

And with a Strength as reſolute and bold, 

As he who kindly would its Point impart, 

A Preſent to an envy'd Fav rite's Heart; 
And I, fond Youth, will try to work thy F all, 
Though with my own I crown thy Funeral. 

Envy and Malice from your Manſions ln 0 1 

Reſign your Horror, and your Snakes to me: —_— 

For P'lI act Miſchiefs yet to you unknown; | 1 
Nay, «9% wal be be Saints en Looms down. Lait. 
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F 
A U. SCENE I 


{a E N E, A Grove agel tothe ſms Cary 


Emer Timandra awd Draxilla. 


'H AT uncouth Roads affl icted Ser pen 
How ſtrange prepoſt rous Steps their Sor- 
Oh, Alcibiades, if thou art jt, [rows trace! 
Forgive th' Exceſs of Love that bred Diftruſt. 

Driven by that, diſguis'd J hither came, 

Vet here and ev'ry where my Grief's the ſame. 

But kind Draxilla's Friendſhip can difpet 
The thickeſt Clouds that on ſad Boſoms dwell : 

That does alleviate my Griefs, and give 

My weary'd Soul a ſoft and kind Reprieve; 

Which ever to forget, would be as hard, 

And as impoſlible, as to reward; 

Drax. The ſerving you, my Heppinefs ſecures, 
I'm only ſomething by my being yours; 

Since equally with yours, my Hopes were croſt, | 

When in your Lover I a Brother loſt? 

Then like an Orphan, deftitute and bare 

Of all, but Miſery and ſad Deſpair, 

Your Kindneſs gave my. yielding Spirits reſt, 

And rais'd me to a dwelling in your Breaſt : 

Then ought I not, in all, my Soul refign 

To eaſe her Griefs that kindly pity'd mine? 
Tim. In that I did what Honour urg'd me to. 
Drax. And Honour tells nie Gratitude is due. 
Tim. But how grows Gratitude to that degree, 

To be afflicted thus, and weep for me? 


Tom. 


Drax. 


 ALCIBIADES, 19 
Drax. Alas that is the leaft that I could dos 

To our worſt Enemies our Tears we Wwe. 

r\ Friendſhip to ſuch a noble height ſhould iſe, 5 

As their Devotion does in Sacrifice, 

Who think they ſhew a Zeal remiſs and ſmall, 

Except themſelves as nobler Victims fall. 

With as great Courage could I for you die, 

And my triumphant Soul to Heav'n ſhould fly;  _ 

There I again my F riendſhip would, renew, 

And lay up chiefeſt: Joys in ſtore for you. Lake 5 
Tim. What vaſt and boundleſs F lights does F riendſhip 

Beyond what Search can ſee, or Fancy track! 

Tis the Improvement of the Part divine, 

When Souls in their Seraphick Tranſports join; 

In Souls united, ſo we Friendſhip fee, 

As many Glories make a Deity. 


Enter Alcibiades from the back fart if the Scene. 
Drax. Madam, yonder he comes who muſt retrieve - 
Your drooping Hopes, and your faint Joys A 
Tim. My Alcibiazes ! how I begin | 
To think my mifplac'd Jealouſy did fin ! 
Go meet him, ſeem all troubled and in Tears, 
And with the Tale I taught thee, wound his Ears: 
Mean while I will withdraw my ſelf this way, 
Ne or would my AE Paſſions let me ſtay. _ 
[ Goes to the door. 
Ale. What airy Vikous: o'er my Eyes F. 
Like the ood Genius of an abſent Love 
Where-eer I turn.me, I methinks eſpy 
Timandra's Image ſoftly gliding by. _ 
Such fond Ambition Love his Slaves does teach, | 
To make 'em fancy what they cannot reach, 5 
For, Oh, divine One ! 


How fick! y Joys Honour and Greataes grant, 
When thee the Glory of my Soul I want! | 
Drax. My Lord 


Ale.——Guard me, ye 8 Fenn here, 
And weeping too! Oh my "PRO F ear! 


are 
What is't your coming here would ſeem to telt“? 
| Relate, oh quickly, is my Princeſs well? 
Drax. Oh Sir! In that unhappy fatal N igbt, 
When to the Spartan Camp you took your flight, 
When by the cruel Senate you were dtůoveg. g 
Both to ferſake your Country and your Loves 
Dimandra, and myſelf, as we were fate . 
In her Apartment, grieving for your Fate a 
No ſooner, with fad Jealouſies oppreſt. n 


* . 
"= ' 
4 


Her wearied Soul in Sleep ſought-after Reſt, 
But Grief new Scenes of Miſery brought in, 
And play'd in Dreams its Horrors o'er again: 
Sometimes her tender Arms ſhe'd forward ſtreteh, 
Then fiercely at the empty Air would catch: 
Weary'd with Grief, ſhe then would milder be, 
And in a hollow Sigh ſend out, Ah Me! 
At laſt ſhe roſe, and bout the Chamber walk d; 
Sometimes ſhe ſtarted, then ſtood fill and talk d: 
Anon, repeat ſome ſhort and pithy Pray*r z- | 
Again grew wild, and tear her precious Hair; 
Till having ſo wrought Sorrow to that height, 
That her Soul grew too tender for the Weight: 
E'er I my Courage could collect, to go 
And give a Hindrance to the fatal Blow. 
She with her Dagger ſtabb'd herſelf, and aid, 
Thus dy'd Timandra, that unhappy Maid. 

Ac. Ye Gods! Is't thus your Juſtice you diſpenſe, 
To lay th' Reward of Guilt on Innocence? 
What though theſe ſacrilegious Hands have thrown 
Your Images, thoſe Pageant Glories, down! 

Muſt you Revenge on her I lov'd transfer ? | 

You might have plagu'd me, ſo y'ad pity'd her. 

But thus I'll ſend my Soul, where it may tell 

She lov'd too raſhly, but not lov'd too well: - 
[Offers tofall on his Sword, but is hinder'd by Draxilla. | 

Oh Siſter ! do not hinder me my Death; 

Sighs are the only Uſe I've left of Breath: 

One Blow will put an end to Grief and me. 


* „ * 
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ALCIBIADES. , "2T 
Enter Timandea. | 
Tim. That, Sir, you maſt not do, nor mult T ſee. 
{Alcibiades faryr, 
Why fly you back ? Way, if you ſhun me- now, * 
I fhall grow apt to think my Fears too true. . 
Alc. Oh Heavens! does then my dear Timandra we! 7 
The Joy's too mighty for me to receive z 
This was the greateſt Blifs Heav'n had to give. 
How raſhly did my impiqus Rage profane 
Your Goodneſs! oh but waſh away that Stain, 
Then I with Victims will your Altars load, 
And have a Sacrifice for ev'ry God. 
Till by thoſe holy Fires this black Offence - 


Be purg'd, and purify'd to Innocence. 
But Deareſt, how could you ſo=cruel be, 


To let fuch Bliſs be dreſs'd in Miſery? 5 
To tell me you were dead! : 
How could you think but th Horror of that Breath 

Maſt Camp my Soul, and chill me into Death? 
Tim. Alas! my Fears could find out no Relief, 

But thus Faſſault you in the garb of Grief; 

This Trial of your Faith my Joy ſecures, : 

As Thunders uſher in refreſhing Showers. 34 

Alc. Let us no longer then to Doubts give way 

But haſte to th Conſummation of our Joy; 

So with our bright united Flames, diſpel 

Thoſe anxious Miſts that on our Boſoms dwell, 

Being of no other Jealouſy poſſeſt, | 

But which ſhall Kindeſt prove, and love the beſt. L 

Tim. And when our faithful happy Hearts ſhall by 

Firmer united by that ſacred Tie, | 

How in an endleſs Road of Bliſs we'll move, 5 
Steering dur Motions by our perfect I ove! ; 

There we with Pleaſure will recount each Woe, 

Which we have paſs'd, and others undergo. 
There well reflect oth? varicus Hopes and Fears, 
Ihe mournſul Sighs and the impatient I cara 
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8 Aci LADES. 


Of diſtreſt e whilſt we'll Kindly thence, 
4 Through a ſtrange myſtical Intelligence, a 


Give em Redreſſes by our Influence: 


Tin ſo, hy ours — 


Their full-grown Joys receive a 8 Binh, 


As Planets in their kind Conjunctions bleſs the Earth. 


Alc. Then, my ſimandra, to our Bliſs 80 fly, 


There 8 but one Minute more to Ecftacy. - [ Exeunt. 


Enter Queen and Ardella. | 
Qucen. Oh, my 7 whither ſhall I4 turn? ? 
I'm all o'er Flame, in m ben 1 n. 0 
Ard. Your Majeſty ——— . 
Queen. Fool, Majeſty! what's Wr 


Th ill-natur'd Pageant Mockery of Fate; 
When her ungrateful ſportive e r __ ſhow, 


Raiſing us 1186 —ů—— . 
To bar us of the Benefits TO ING 


But PII her ſervile Policy deſpiſe, - 


And make her ſtoop to Love's great Viftories. 


Th Almighty Pow'r of Heav'n came down from thence, | f 


To taſte the Sweets of am'rous Excellence: 
Why then ſhould Princes, that'are Gods below, 
Think that a Sin which Heav'n is proud to do? 
Ard But Madam, is it not a cruel thing 

T' abuſe a loving Husband, and kind King? 


Queen. Dull Girl, thou know'ft not what a Hoſband is; 
Alas, they never reach the height of Bliſs, 


But ignorantly with Love's Magick play, 

Till they raiſe Spirits they want Pow'r to lay. 

In that brave Alcibiades there ſwarm 

So many Graces, he's all over Charm. 

Such killing Airs in each part of him move, 

His Brows dart Majeſty, and his Eyes Love: 

Oh, my Ardella, I am loſt in Thought Ei 

I fain would have thee yet 'tis falſe, I'd not. 
Ard. Madam, your Royal Pleaſure but relate, 

Til be as faithful, and as firm as Fate. 


| : | Queen. 


ww O 
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Queen. Art thou then ſkilful in Love's e Arts 
Cunningly to lay Ambuſcades for Hearts? 
Canſt thau expreſs a melting kind Deſire, 
And give a feeling Draught of Love's ſoft Fire? 
Ard. Madam, ſo ſohe y T'}} his Heart betray, 
As one, who by ſome great Magician's Pow'r, | 
Is hurry'd through the Regions in an Hour, 
And for return again can find no way. 
Queen. My better Angel! Fly then ſwift as Time, 


Or Thought; thou gain'ſt a Queen in gaining him. 
But uſe ſuch Secrecy as ſtolen Loves ſhould have, 


Be dark as the huſh'd Silence of the Grave. 
Ard. Madam, diſtruſt not but.that I ſhall do, 
Both what is to your Love and Honour due. 
Dien. Honour! a very Word; an empty Name; 
How dully wretched is the Slave to Fame 
Give me the Soul that's large and unconfin' d, 


Free as the Air, and boundleſs as the Wind; 


Nature was then in her firſt Excellence, 
When undiſturb'd with puny Conſcience, 
Man's Sacrifice was Pleaſure, his God, Senſe. 
Enter Tiſſaphernes. | 
Ti. Madam, by the King's Command I'm to you ſent, 
Who attends your Royal Prefence in his Tent. 
Queen. 1 go 
Tif. Now. all is ripe, methinks I ſee 
Treaſon walk Hand in Hand with Deſtiny, 
And both in a kind AfſpeCi ſmile on me. 
Now the whole Court proceeds to folemnize 
The N uptials of proud Alcibiades. 
Where ev'ry thing does as I'd wiſh combine, 15 
To give a happy End to my Defign. 
It is the Cuſtom ata Marriage-Feaſt, 
The Bridegroom: 
With a full Bowl preſents his chiefeſt Gueſt. 
The Cups, by my great Gecrecy and Care, 
Wich ſtrongelt Poticn all infected . 
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'[ Excunt Queen and Ard. 


Ws - ALGISINDES. wh 
Wich when our Mtibiader ſhall bring, | 
=... And offer us his Duty to the King, 1 

I be Poiſon and his fudden Death will ben e 

BY Fully a traitorous Deſign in him. K 

* Then muſt the Crown deſcend on me, and * Wg. 

© I feaſt my Rage; and my Ambition 0. 

| Let Cowards Spirits ſtart at Cruelty, / 
Remorſe has ſtill a Stranger been to me. 
Lean look on their Pains with the fame Eyes, 

vg As Priefts behold the falling 'Sicrifice. | 

= Whilſt they yell out the Horror of their Mio, 

it My Heart ſhalldanceto the Mate bftheir Groans. [ Ba 

| 

| 


” 
Ka 
— 
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Enter Captain of the Gaarts.. 
See the Guards doubled, and each Cents nel fer. Lai, 
j | | Gang Seeds drawn, 2 n the Tent of a pavin on; in it 


4 1 Attended by Tiſſaphernes, Patroclus, and the reft of the 
. | { | Camyy, avout the Altar Hand ſeveral | P. riefls of Hymen. 
= 0 

1 King. Each Das brings ſs dhe of Pleaſure, here 
. - Lore vies his Triumphs with the-God of War. 

1 Six Prieſit of Hymen dance. 

1 ; The Dance ended, enter chief Prieft aud Pricſteſ of Hymen, 


. | 1 e 7 gs. | 
DiftraQting Jealouſies and Fears, | 
Heart breaking Sobs and reſtleſs Thorn, 
Fly.to the Breaſts that are 
Wrack'd with Deſpain.s TY 
oo OO ͤ es ng” 5 5 

Prieſteſi. Or 18S. Blick 

Chor. No Tears hut theſe of for, no Pantings but of 

1 Prieſteſs. Ves, yes, by Love alone We lee. | 

= On Earth the Glories of a Dei): e 

F For' tis the greateſt Work ls wed EN 

1 Io be innocent, and lore. 
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3 „ Cape. Tb that your Care and Dilip gence be great, 


an Altar, behind wvhich 17 775530 the King and Dueen, | 


Fri HOMERS Timandra, and the r pe biades. | 


| Thoſe 
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Muſt reap the chief Bleſſings above. [Love, 


Al ciBIAPESJ.[ 235 
Thoſe then that flame ſo nobly here, | 
What raviſhing Delights muſt they have there ! : 
Cho. Who on Earth to their Honour are juſt, and their 
Prieft. Let's then proceed, and Hymer's Aid implore, 


To join thoſe Hands whoſe Hearts were link'd . 
Prieſteſs. Agreed. 


Prieft. Agreed, ' 
Prieſteſs. Agreed. 

Prieft. Agreed. „ 
Cho. Hymen, oh Hymen, come away 
Crown the Wiſhes of this Day, 1 | 
See, ſee theſe pure refined Deſires | [Fires 
Wait at thy Torch, wait at thy Torch, to improve their 


Whilſt this Chorus is finging, Hy men enters with his Torch, 
and joins their Hands with a Wreath of Roſes, which 
the Priefteſs ſtrikes with her Spear and breaks ; then 
they offer both Parts upon the Altar. 


This Ceremony ended, a Dance tis perform! Fl by four Prizefts 
and Priefteſſes of Hiymen, all carrying in their Hand 
ſhort Spears muff d with Flowers and Boughs' of Fruit: 
after which a Bowl is brought in and preſented to Al- 
cibiades, who immediately upon the receipt bows to the 
King, who deſcends with the Rueen, and receives the 
Bowl of him, then ſpeaks. 
King. To ſhew how ſtrict a Reveronics I has 
For every thing that loyal is and brave, bn 
[Drawing near to Eo roy 
This ſignal Honour only due to me, 
Thus T;/aphernes I confer on thee. [ Preſents him the Bowl. 
7% Confuſion ! What means this? 
King. Nay, do not ſtart, | e Fa 0 
It is the Offering of a grateful Heart: 
Come drink to ſuch a depth as may expreſs 
Thy Wiſhes for their Joy, and Sparta's Happineſs. 
Tiſ. TI muſt. obey your Majeſty [ Lack. 
Ts e to drink, lets fall the Bowl, and ſeems to favoon 
B F ar . 
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26 A LCIB LADES., 
Piat. Alas my Father |. . 
King. — How fares our woods Friend? | 
Hence quickly, for our chief Phyſicians ſend... 
So much this aged Hero eſteem, . . 
I rather could part with my Crown than Wan re, 
Ti. My Health, Sir, needs no other help than this Cſaiarhj. | 
That you will pardon its Infirmities. 
The Wine was of ſo ſtrong an Excellence, 
Its Spirits prov'd too mighty for my Senſe. 
Alarum without. Enter Officer. . 1 
Off. Dread Sir, your Camp th' Atheniaz "AR Gags: 
Without the City- Gates th' appear in Arms. | 
And with a num'rous and a warlike Train, 5 
Begin their March upon the neighb' ring Plain. 
Their bloody Enſigns all diſplay'd appear, 
And hold an am' rous Combat with the Air: 
Looſely they fly, and with a wanton Play, 
_ Seem to ſalute the Sun-beams in their way: 
W hilſt their ſhrill Trumpets rattle in the Sky, 
As if with Muſick they'd charm Victory. 
And this triumphant Pride does higher grow, 
That they may make a Conqueſt fit for you. 
King. Tis well; ev'ry Battalia reinforce 
With my late freſh Supplies of Perfian Horſe. 
Their Fate no longer will delay endure; 
Prepare to fight em in this very Hour. 
I'd have this Day hereafter famous be, | 
F or the Renown of Love and Victory. {Shouts * afar. 
Enter another Officer. | 
2 Ofs. 'The Enemy, Sir, does on the Plain appear, 
And with re-echo'd Shoutings pierce the Air. 
King. So Beaſts decreed for Slaughter, &er they fall, 
With their own Bell wings ring their eee 


ACT 


ACT m. SCENE 1. 
8 C E NE, the Canp. 


Enter Tiſaphernes. 5 
| Hh NURSE on my niggard Stars they were ſo poor, 
That my Revenge prov'd Yun: than their 
My Fury had begot fo vaſt a Birth, [Pow'r: 
Fate wanted Strength enough to bring it ſortk: 
[Trumpets afar off ſound a Charge. 

That ſprightly Sound darts fiercely through my Soul. 
Oh that I might one Minute Fate controul ; 
Could but command one happy fatal Dart, 
To ſend it ſelf into a General's Heart. 

Enter King and Queen attended. (claim: 

King. Thus muſt proud States ſubmit, when nene 
They govern in a rude diſorder'd Frame, 

As Stars in a dim Senate rule the Night, 

But vaniſh at the Sun's more potent Light. 
Atbens now feels the Fury of my Heat: 

A Pow'r like theirs, divided, cant be great: 
It may tumultuous and num'rous ſhow, 

But ne er contract to give a ſteady Blow. 

Queen. In States, thoſe monſtrous many-headed Pow'rs, 
Their private Int'reſt publick Good devours. 

'Tis true, when in their Hands a Rule they gain, 
They know to uſe that Power, not maintain. 
Like Pirates in a Fleet, a while they may 
| Seem dreadful bat when by ſome juſter force 

d 
Eh his own Safety ſeeks, and ſhrinks away. 

J. Vou, Sir, have vanquiſh'd Emperors, fetter d Kings: 
States are ſuch mean and deſpicable rw : 
Compar'd with other Glories y' ave ſubdu'd, 

Their Conqueſt ſeems but a ſoft Interlude. 


[ Trumpets from far foand a Retreat. 
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3 ALIS IAD ES. . 
| e Berry s Meſſenger. 5 0 e e 
115 This Minute, Sir, your Glories are e complea, 
[ The routed Enemy makes a fair Retreat: 
Victory, bluſhing they no more could do, 5 

With a full Wing directs her Flight to you. : 
King. Thus, Deidamia, are our Wiſhes crown'd, 

Love and Renown in the ſame Sphere go round: 

Our laſting Loves draw laſting ViQtories, | 
Whilſt Courage takes his Flame from Rs Eyes 
0 Enter another Meſſenger. © 

1 Mee Thus hourly, Sir, freſh Glories you receive, 

Athens no more's your Enemy, but Slave. 

Like the ſad Ruins of a Hurricane, , 

Their tatter'd Troops are ſcatter'd o'er the Plain, 

And in diſorder'd Parties make away. 
King. Relate, how went the Bug neſs of the Day: ? 
Mef Brave Alcibiades has Wonders done, 

Neer greater Courage was in Sparta ſhown. 

Troops were not able to withſtand his Shock, 

Like Thunder from a Cloud his Fury broke 

On all his Enemies; and like that too, 

Death and Amazement did attend each Blow. 

Long doubtful Fortune dally'd on her Wheel, 

And neither ſeem to move it, nor ſtand ſtill; 

Till at the laſt the brave Polyndus fell. . 

His Loſs did fo much amaze the Enemy, EN 

That in diſorder they began to fly, Wai 

Yet brave Theramnes rally'd in their head; 
Though ſo their Fate was but a while delay'd, 
For by our Gen'ral he was Captive made. 

Ar which again they did their Flight renew, 

With Numbers too ſo tatter'd and fo few, <8 
It had been Barbariſm to purſue. ghee 
Then fair Timandra, who from far had been” 
An anxious Looker on this tragick Scene, 
With all the haſte Joy could, or Love afford, 
Flies to congra-ulate her conqu'ring Lord; 


* 


Now 


* 
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Now both in ſolemn Triumph this way move, 

To crown your Glories, as you crown'd their Love. 

Trumpets. Euter Alcibiades, Patroclus, Timandra, and 
Theramnes Priſoner: Alcibiades &neels to the Ring. 
King. Sir, of your Brav'ry I've already heard, 

So much above the Power of Reward ; 

It were but juſt that I ſhould Homage do, 

And offer up Acknowledgements to you. 

Riſe, Sir, and give this Ceremony o'er, | 
The Poſture ill becomes a Conqueror. [Alcib. rt, 
Alc. Conqu'rors that are Triumphant in the. Field; 

Muſt at their Monarch's Feet their Trophies yield : 

For all thoſe Glories which their Conqueſts claim, 
They only have ſabordinate from them, 

Thus, though my Sword this Captive has o '*ercome, 
It is from you he muſt expect his Doom. 

per. Yes, and in this you have o'ercome him too. 


He cannot talk, Sir, half ſo faſt as you. 
Curſe, though I am your Priſoner, I hate 


To hear your Pride upbraid me with my F ate. 
Ale. Why, Sir, was't not my Favour that you live? 


Ther. No; for J hate that Life your Hand did give. 
Know, had your Fate been mine 


I ſhould have urg'd kind Deſtiny more home, 
And there have revell'd Rival in your room. 

Alc. Sir, for your Love, you ſhew but weak Pretence, 
When all your Arguments are e Infolence. 1 
Whence does it ſpring? 

Ther. — From whence your Bliſs you draw, 
Love that ne'er clogg'd his Proſelytes with Law. 

I lov'd this fair-one firſt, and you muſt know 
P111love her ſtill; and what's all that to you ? | 

Ac. This Rudeneſs, Sir, my Fury can't engage: 25 
You are ill-manner'd, and beneath my Rage. 

Ther. But know I'Il follow fill my Hate to thee; * 
Nor ſhall my Chains obftru& thy Deſtiny : | 
Thou didſt ſupplant me in Timandra's Love, 

For n I gave thy Glories a Remove; 
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And on thy Ruins made myſelf more great: 
But ſince my Wiſhes Fate would not — 


1 


My Fury with my Fortune ſhan't decreaſe, 


PU Kill purſue thy. Liſe and Happineſs: 


By all Deſpairs, dark Arts, thy Fall deſign, 
Till in thy Blood I write 77-andra mine. | 
Alc. Rave on; know of your Threats no Senſe. Lee 
I'd laugh at'em, wer't not to loſe a Smile. 5 
King: But I'll take care that he ſhall better know, 


What tis a Captive for his Life does owe. 


How dare you offer here theſe Injuries ? 


| Know you how much this . Man I prize? 1 


Guards, to Confinement the Offender bear, 7 
Be his Bonds narrow, and Reſtraint ſevere, , 1 
Since in your Breaſt ſuch a hot Phrenzy reigns, 


Well try how you can brave it in your Chains. 


Ther. So King, as thou ſhalt envy what thaſt dave ; ; 
1 have a Soul can ſmile when thou doſt m. | 
W nilit 1 Timandrg's fair Idea wear, 
I can't want Freedom, for I'll think of her. CEx'tguer dd 
Ther. Thus, Madam, to your Eyes muſt Conqueſt bow ; 


Who are your Slaves, no other Fetters know. 


Tim. If any Charms in me there can appear, 


They only are confin'd and bounded there: 


No greater Aims, nor more Ambition know, 
Than how, Sir, to oblige him that ſerves you. 
Ac. Your gen'rous Pity to-our faithful Fan 


That Power which it gave em juſtly claims. 


Thus happy by your great Indulgence made, 
In Joys verba, naching CAR FEMOVe 2 Ty 

Your ſpreading Glories ne'er ſhall ſhrink or fade, 
Till you forget to aſpire, and we to love. | 

But how dare I uſurp the leaſt Pretence, 

Who only borrowall my Laurels hence ! ¶ Pointing to Pat. 
This is that noble Youth, who, when I toad 
Feſet on ev'ry fide with Death and Blood, 


To my Relief ſuch gen'rous Succour brought, 


And Things ſo much aboye ev'n Wonder mrs, 
3 oy 


Are ws. I 

Pat. Vou, Sir, thattanghrmeF riendſhip,taughtm me too, 
How much is to that ſacred Title due. EP 

No, Sir, if your dear Life at hazard lie, 10 
Though thouſand Deaths ſnould dare me, on I'1! fly, q | 

And conquer all, or bravely with you die, 

Alc. In Gallantry you are ſo abfolute, . 
That I grow faint, and flag 1 in the purſuit. 

Vet that Return accept in ſilence here, | 
Which is ſo great twill no Expreſſion bear. [Embrace bim. 

7, Hell Sure my Blood is grown degenerate, 

Can this my Son embrace the Man I hate? ¶Aſide. 
King. How, Tiſaphernes, is thy good Age bleſt 

In ſuch a Son, of ſuch a Friend poſſeſt! 

Thus from thy rev rend Trunk freſh Glories ſpread, 

And with their pious Laurels ſhade thy Head. 

Tif. In this warm Com ort patiently Dll fit, 

"Till Fate ſhall come and claim her lateſt Debt. 
Sometimes my Youth's paſt Triumphs I'll review, 
And pleaſe my ſelf they were approv'd by you: 
Alas! Tve nothing elſe left now to do. ¶ Ironically. J 
Oh my dear Boy Sir, be my Joy thus ſhown, 
Poſſeſs the Father as you've gain'd the Son.[ Embrace: both. 
King. Monarchs, thus propt, the ſhocks of Fate defy, 
No Boda o firm as thoſe which Friendſhip tie. 
| [Exit King attended. 
. Alcibiades, Timandra and Draxilla. 

Ale. Now, nobleſt Siſter, how ſhall be repaid _ 
Thoſe large Endearments, which your Love has made ? 
Our Happineſs will but imperfect prove, | 

I 'midſt the growing Pleaſures of our Love, 
Me nothing elſe in Gratitude. can do, 
Than only wiſh a Happineſs to you. 

Drax. What I have done, Sir, never had regard 
To that finiſter thing we call Reward. 

Good Deeds their worth and value have from SO: 
They their own Glory are and Recompence, 
Alc. But Siſter, if I might one Queſtion move ? 
Drax. Your * Sir 


4 | Alc. 


* * WWW F 
* whe 12 1 
IF . 


32 ALCIBIADES. 


"Alc. —— Could you not, Madam—-love | 25 
The Friend, in whom Tm happy ſince I came, 
In Honours, as renown'd as in his Name? 
He, when I to him often would relate 
The ſad Adventures of my Love and F ate; e 
So much your gallant Friendſhip did admire, 
That with your Character he grew. on fire; 7 
And bears a Flame ſo noble and ſublime, 
As not to love again, would be a Crime. 
Drax. Sir, that's a thing I cannot now diſcourſs ; ; 
Love rarely conquers with a ſudden Force. 
Nor muſt I that acknowledge as my due, 
Which was perhaps a Compliment to you: 
If any thing in me he can approve, 
J may believe it Gallantry, not Love. 
Alc. I ſhall no more your Modeſty offend : 
Pardon a forward Zeal to ſerve my Friend. 
But if aught add a Bleſſing, *rwill to ſee _ _ 
You made as happy as you have made me. | [Excunt 
Enter Tiſſaphernes and Patroclus. 
9 „ D'you underſtand, Patroclus, what you've done? 
H ave you conſider'd that you are my Son? | 
Pat, Sir, tis a title I am proud of, — _ 
7% How can you then deſcend to things ſo baſe, 
: That blot my Glory, and my Name deface ? 
Whilſt thus your blinded Folly ſo adores 
The only Traitor that my Soul abhors? ay 
Pat. How, Sir? I doat upon the Man you hate! 
No, I had never Thoughts ſo impious yet. 
by all my Hopes, if any Wretch there be 
So unhappy to be held your Enemy, 
Rather than in my Breaſt his Image bear, 
I'd raze it from my Heart, or ſtab it there. 


Ti. Stay, leſt you ſhould pronounce too raſh a Doom, 


Believe it is a Blow will wound you home. 
But I will try | | 
What gen'rous Reſolution you expreſs, 
Know then you muſt hate Alcibiagts. 


Pat. 
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Pat. Protect me Heav'n! can you command that 1 
Should break that Knot you did ſo lately tie 
Was't not your Love that did our Friendſhip join? 
Did not your kind Embraces ſecond mine? 

Ti. Embraces! Love! and Kindneſs ! what are theſe ? 
The outward Varniſh that our Hearts diſguiſe. 

Haſt thou ſo long with Courts converſant been, 
The various Turns of Power and Greatneſs ſeen, 
And haſt thou not this Myſtery yet found, 
Always to ſmile in's Face we mean to wound? 
Come, you muſt hate him, nay and kill him too. 

Pat. Oh let me rather beg my Death from you. 
Can you command me, Sir, to wound a Heart, 
Whereof I do poſſeſs ſo great a part? 

In that I ſhould prove a Self-murderer : 

Piercing his Breaſt, I ſtab my own Image there. 
Tiſ. Come, lay theſe idle Boyiſh Scruples down, 

Do as becomes your Virtue, and my Son. 

Can you behold him rev'ling in my place, 

And turning all my Honours to Diſgrace : 

And can you of ſo little Value prize 

The Honour of your Blood, not to ſhed his? 

Pat. Oh, Sir, no farther urge this horrid Theme, 
"Twill blaſt your Glories, and your Wreaths defame. 
Do but look 'on that Life you would deſtroy ; 

See if it ben't as ſpotleſs and ſerene, 

As that which in their Heav'n bleſt Saints enjoy, - | 

Pure and untouch'd but with a Thought of. Sin. 
By all the Endearments of a filial Love, | Meal. | 
And if that Charm cannot your Pity move, 

By my dear Mother's Ghoſt, whoſe dying Pray'r- 
Bequeath'd me her chief 'Treafure to your Care, 

This unjuſt cruel Enmity lay down, 

And do not in his Friend deſtroy your Son. 

On the paſt Brav'ry of your Yputh look batk, 
There the bright Paths of all your Triumphs track : 
Think what *twill bethoſe Glories to exchange 

For a — ann, infamous Revenge. 
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"Fi much Deed as Fate will ſhrink to ſee. 
Tif. Then 'tis the fitter to be done by me. 


| Oh, Sir, recall, recall the dire Decree, P { 


_ Give this unmanly childiſh Pity o'er, 


Or ne'er preſume to call me Father more. 

Pat. Then ſee how I reſign that Int'reſt here : [ Riſes, * 
Thus all the Bonds of Duty cancell'd are. 

Whilſt ſuch black Horrors in your Soul I ſee, 

Y'are not my Father, but my Enemy. 

Now againſt me ler all your Vengeance come, 


Thus, thus my Breaſt for your Revenge has room. 
Brave Alabiades —— 


No, ſince ſuch barb'rous Miſchiefs you dare do, 


Ill die for him, but ſcorn to live for you. 

Why don't you ſtrike, Sir ? Is your Rage grown faint? 
Ti/. I fear I've too much trifl'd with this Boy; 

Curſe on his Honour, "twill my Hopes deſtroy. 

But Pll ſmooth all in time. Oh my dear Son, 

Now art thou worthy to be call'd my own. 


None but a Heart, that's truly noble, cou'd 
Exer deſerve a Title to my Blood. p 


No, may ye both in your brave Friendſhip * 
As truly Happy as I am in thee. 


That's 8 —ů : LA lde. 


Pat. Is then my Father kind! can he approve 


DOor Friendſhip? Does he once more crown our Love ? 


Oh, Sir, let thus my Acknowledgment be giv'n, 

As we for Bleſſings offer thanks to Heav'n, [ Kneels, 
Tiſ. Riſe, riſe, thou Comfort of my Age; I now 

Have underſtood all I could wiſh to know. 

Alas, in this Diſguiſe I did but try 

The Strength and Virtue of thy Conſtancy, 

»Tis a Refreſhment to this hoary Head, 

To prove that Virtue which myſelf have bred. 

Thus bleſt in Peace I'll to my Grave deſcend, 

As the declining Sun goes down at Night, 

Picas'd with the riſing of an offspring Light. 

Pat. Such myſtick Ways Fate does our Loves enim | 
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After this ſhock our Friendſhip's more ſecure, - 
As Gold try'd in the Fire comes forth more pure. # Exit. 
77/. There's ſome Foundation yet for my Deſign; 
The Captive's brave; I'll try to make him mine. 
Unweary'd I will let my Fury range, | 
And leave no Heart unſcarch d to find Revenge. [Exit. - 


SCENE I. A dart Te, 


Theramnes in Chains. 


Ther. How ſweet a Quietude's i in Fetters found ! 
That it ſeems almoſt Freedom to be bound. 
Though thus confin'd, my agile Thoughts may fly 
Through all the Regions of Variety. 
_ Here in a trice I can the World run o'er, 
And finiſh whole Years Labours in an Hour, 
But oh my Miſtreſs! my 7imandra loſt ! 
That is the only Bitterneſs I taſte. 
This outward Fetter but my Body chains, 
But that the Freedom of my Soul detains. 
Why by my Rival's Sword did I not fall? 
So bravely have embrac'd one Death for all? 
Vet why ſhould I court ſuch an abject Fate? 
Courage is the Supporter of the Great. 
Methinks I ve ſomething yet to do might prove 
Becoming both my Glory and my Love. 
Pll-—hab, this 5 my buſy Thoughts prevent. 
8 Enter Tiſſaphernes. 
Is that old Fiend for a Tormenter ſent? 
Good Sir, upon what Meſſage are you come? 
Am I then deſtin'd to ſome harder Doom ? 
Tiſ. No, I am come to give your Sorrows eaſe: 
I know you hate, Sir, Alcibiades: 
Nay, and I know you love 7:mandra too. 
Ther. Well, Sir, all this I know as well you. 
Tiſ. Come if you dare be brave, be't on this Theme: 
e you, Sir, raviſh her, and murder him? 
' Ther, For what dark Ends do you this Queſtion bring? 
Dare! "sdeath, old w-_ I dare do any thing, = 
Ta 
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/ That word then all my former Doubrs ſecures; 13 


Be only refolute, and Timandra's yours. 


My Stratagems fo ſubtly I will lay, | 
That to your Arms your Miſtreſs I'll betray. 


Thus then as the firſt Step to our Deſign, 


Your Guards I'll with adulterated Wine 
Secure; ſo they charm'd in a Lethargy, 


I' from your Bonds and Priſon ſet you free. 
Then, when ſome happy Moment ſhall preſent 


Timandra left unguarded in her Tent, 


Both of us thither in Diſguiſe will move, 


To end your Rival, and compleat your Love: 
For when your fill of Bliſs you have enjoy'd, 
And your full Pleaſures with themſelves are cloy'd ; 


I thither will alarm our Enemy, 


Where by both Swords he ſhall be ſure te die. 


And the next Night (the Watch-word given by me) 
You may ſcape through the Guards to Liberty. 


Ther. Revenge! my Love enjoy d, and Freedom wo! 
Then in the Name of Pluto be it ſo. 
What ſtupid Ignorance the World poſſeſt, 
That only Fury placed i'th youthful Breaſt [ 
No, 'tis in Age alone great Spirits are young * 


The Soul's but infant when the Body's ſtrong. 


Theſe hoary Heads like griſly Comets are, 
Which always threaten Ruin, Death, and War. 

Tiſ Alas, ſuch tame Souls know but half a growth: 
PI make my Age a ſtep to a new Youth : SE 
Such Murders and ſuch Cruelties maintain, 


I' from the Blood I ſhed grow young again. | 


Ther. Let's in the Name of Horror then go on 3 
Methinks I long to have the bus'neſs done: 


Something like Conſcience elſe may all defekt, 
Vou know, Sir, I'm but a raw Villain yet. 


Tif. Conſcience! a Trick of State, found out by thoſe, 
That wanted Power to ſupport their Laws; 
A bug-bear Name, to ſtartle Fools: But we 
That know the Weakneſs of the Fallacy, 1 

| Se now 
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Know better how to uſe what Nature gave. 3 
That Soul's no Soul, which to it ſelf's a Slave... wy * 
Who any thing for Conſcience ſake deny, f 
Do nothing elſe but give themſelves the Lye. [Excunt- 


SCENE III. The Camp. 


Enter Patroclus and Draxilla: 466 02 1 
Pat. Why, Madam, do you fly a Lover's Pray 17 

Is Cruelty the Privilege o'th' Fair? * 

Drax. You cannot, Sir, i'th' Camp be Beatity's Slave, 

Where Honour's the only Miſtreſs of the Brave. 

Pat. But tis a rugged Honour got in Arms, 

When not made ſoft by Beauty's ſweeter Charms; 

That melts our Rage into a kind Deſire, 

Whilſt Love refines it in his purer Fire. | 
Drax. Lovers, whoſe flights ſo ſublime Pitches chooſe, 

Oft ſoar too high, and ſo their Quarry loſe. - 

But you, Sir, know to moderate your height, 

Miſſing your Game, can eas ly ſlack the flight. 

Pat. Such faint Eſſays may fit a common F lame, 

But my Defires have a far nobler Aim, 

Religious Honour, and.a Zeal that's true, _ 

Rais'd by that Deity to which I ſue. 

Drax. Thoſe who to Deities their Off rings pay, 

Make their Addreſſes in an humbler way. 

Not in a Confidence of what they give, 

But modeſt Hopes of what they ſhall receive. 

Pat. I in my Off 'rings no Aſſurance have, 

Though an Ambition to become your Slave. 
Drax. Yes, but when once admitted to that place, 

You'll ſtill be looking for ſome Acts of Grace. 
Pat. Some little Favours Pity can't deny, 

You are too noble to uſe Cruelty. | - 
 Drax. See, Sir, the Queen! I beg you, Sir, 2 
Pat. Madam, this way [ Excunt. 

Enter Queen and Ardella. 
Dn Did he then ſuffer no ſurprize ? no ſhew 

Of Alteration ? let's the Progreſs know. 

| | I oe, 555 Ard. 
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F Ad. In order, Madam, tyour Command, Int, 
And met him coming from the royal Tent; | 
Where, after th uſual Ceremonies paſt, 
E'er J would feaſt, I gave him firſt a Taſte; 
Told him how much-his Courage you approv'd, 
That he in no mean Path of Glory mov'd, 
Who in his Arms had ſo ſucceſsful been, 
Ti'engage a Monarch, and oblige a Queen. | 
Then nearer came, and whiſper d — more, 
to intimate Love's mighty Pow'r. 

He briſkly took the hint, and readily | 
Began to urge ſome pretty Things to me. 
By which encourag'd, I to th' bus'neſs drew, 
Told him in fine it only was his due 
To be admir'd by all, and lov'd by you. 

Queen. And did not then his alter d Looks 8 
Some Extaſy? ſome Marks of lively Joy ? 

Ard. No, Madam, he knew better Policy, 
Talk'd of your Honour, and his Loyalty; 
Fine ſmoothing Terms to cloke a Paſſion in. 

But if your Majefly —— 
Queen. What? 

Ard. Had but Gow: | 
How much his Carriage did his Words deceive, 
When with a gentle Sigh he took his Leave, 

As if he languiſ'd till the Minute came: 
Auen. Doſt thou then think he entertains my Flame? 
Let's to my 'Tent, and wait his coming there. 


Such Swarms of Love within my Brealt there are, 
The Hear's too furious for my Soul to bear. 
What would I give but for a taſte of Bliſs ! 


Oh, the choice Sweets of a ſtol'n Happineſs. ¶ Excunt. 
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Alcibiades les. 


Al. ND ER what fatal Planet wasT born! Fe 
Sure at my Birth the Heav'ns themſelves did 
Disjointed Nature did her Courſe forbear, [mourn; 
And held within her Womb a civil War. 
I who but now did Fame and Conqueſt bring, 
And added to the Glories of a King, | 
Muſt ſee my Trophies all thrown down in, . 
By the baſe Paſſions of a luſtful Queen! ; 
Why was not I born to-a common Fate? 
Free from the glorious Troubles of the Great: 
So in ſome humble Cell my Years have ſpent, 
Bleſt with a private peaceable Content. 
The vulgar Mortal feels not Fortune's harms ; 
The higheſt Structures ſtill are ſhook with Storms. 
See too, ſhe's here; what ſhall I do or ſpeak ? | 
Fate has beſet me, and I've no way to take. 2 
Enter Queen and Ardella. 
Queen. My Lord, you ſomething Aiſcompos'd appear ; 3 HY 2 
Surely there's nothing that can fright you here. = | 
Alc. Majeſty, Madam, is a thing divine. 
Qucen. If that diſturb you, Sir, PII lay by mine, 
Methinks I apprehend a greater Pride, | 
To view the Man whoſe Glories ſpread ſo wide. 
Alc. Madam, you on em ſet too high a Price. 
| 2ucen. Perhaps I ſee not, Sir, with common Eyes 
They beſt of Honour judge that Honour have, wo 
I find a Secret in me ſays y'are brave 2 57 
Vou need not, Sir, unfold it, you can gueſs. c 
Alc. How craftily ſhe would her Luſt mai 
And ſet her Is off with a as th. Dreſs! 
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40 "A eee 
What's to "5 done, which way ſhall I conclude 7 
I muſt abuſe my King, or muſt be rude. 
T cannot ſpeak. — 297 
Bicen, —— My Lord, let's fit a while: 
Won't you vouchſafe your Viſitant a Smile? 
Ale. Smiles, Madam, were too inſolent a Joy. g 


- 
e 
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4 


Queen. Fy ! put theſe formal Compliments _ 


* — 
— . — 
— 


Audella, en eee, 1 1 - 
"ag 222705 G of the * ” 


How did ſhe panting, ſighing lie, ; 
And languiſping deſire to die! 5 8 
For the triumphant. Cod of Ma. | . 
Amidſt his Trophies did appear, E 
3 Coy Rough as ſhe was Fair. J 


II. 


Their Loves | avere bleſt, 4 hed a Son, 7 
De little Cupid, : who has ſhown | 


More Congueſts than his Sire &er won. 
He grew the mightieft God above, 
4 1 By which we him a Rebel prove 
1 Jo Heaw'n, that dares be fo to fave. 
T "My III. a 
| Mw 6 ls Delights, and * A ng the 70, 
1 | Where Love and Enjoyment each other ſupport ! 
14 Let the Cynical' Foot call Pleaſure a Ty, 
3 B Who ne er Fame i th Camp had, nor Love in the Court: a 
O Ja kindly the Combats each other ſucceed, 

' Where tis Triumph to Die, and a Ro to . 
i g x Alc. The Air 1s charming. 
2e. — Retire. . [LE xit Ardella 
No lively Symptoms of a growing Fire! 

Il urge him further 

My Lord, your Hand; how beats your Pulſe? I fear 

Y'are all; cold Drops upon your Brows appear : - 


TI 


AL CIBIA DES. 
I'll wipe em off; come, Sir, your Fears remove, 
You need not bluſni to tell me that you love. 

F'll do it for you, nay, I more will do. 
Bluſh for my ſelf too when I bluſn for you. © 
Sure this will take; what does your Mende mean? 
Is Love ſo ſtrange? — | . 
Ac. — Oh name not that again! * 
Could you ſuch Wrong to Royal Agis do? 
Think what's to Heaven, and to your Virtue due. 
Qu. Muſt I be hated then? and Sir, by you ? [ Angriþ. 
Piſh, why d'you talk of Heav'n and Virtuenow ? [ Mildly. 
Alc. Not new-made Mothers to their Infants bear f 
A firmer Paſſion, or a tend'rer Care. ''/ © 
| Shew me yours, or your Honour's Enemy, 7 
See with what Vigour t'your Revenge 1'll fly. 
For you with Life I willingly could part, 

But whilſt that laſts, Timandra has my Heart. | 
Queen. The heavy Pleaſures of the N n? 
Dull Repetition ſoon will render dead. X 
Taſte freſher Joys, and when they. tedious grow, 1 
Then the ola Pleaſures may ſeem gay and new. | 
Alc. Could I expect to have ſuch Language heard, 

Where Beauty andſuch Innocence appear'd ? 

| Rueen. Can you my little Beauty then approve, 
And is't ſo difficult a thing to love? p 

Ale. Love, Madam ! only be as truly good, 
As you are fair, I ſhall not need be woo'd ; 5 
I'Il love you as the Siſter of my Blood. 

Queen. A Siſter's Love's a lean inſipid BliG 
So little, we can hardly name what tis. 
Where is the Tranſport, Extaſy, Delight! 
"Tis like thin Meat to a ſharp Appetite. 

Alc. I know y'are beauteous as the bluſhing Mom: 5 
Vour Beams the Luſtre of a King adorn, 

That King whoſe Piety me happy made; 

And can I in return profane his Bed ? e 

Though, Madam, I've liv'd free, and never ſet 
| Limits to any W we call N : 


4» 


— 


Im | 
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Yet raiſe not new Rebellions in my Blood: 
Beauty hath Darts too keen to be withſtood. 
Queen. Vet all its Power has no Force o'er you, 
Your cruel Heart's immoveable; but know 
Twill to your Honour be but ill apply'd, - 
That for your Love a Queen neglected died. 
Ale. What is't your Majeſty would have me 30 [i 
2 Are you ſo ignorant that you don't know ? 
Death! not to have ſome Senſe, were to unman 
Oy alf; but I'll be Conqu ror if I can. 
Should I be made a Captive to her Charms, 
E'er I am warm in my Timandra's Arms? 
One Stratagem I'll for my Freedom try. 


Madam, no longer I'll your Pow'r deny; [To the 000 | 
For if theſe Eyes had ne er Timandra known, 


Vou only might have called my Heart your own. 
But whilſt with her I enjoy Love, and Life, 
And you remain the mighty if Wite © 


Know this is all J can in juſtice do, . g | 


I'm ready on your leaſt Commands to ſhew 
I live for her; but yet could die for you. 
rern. Muſt I then only border upon Bliſs ? 


| Reſt on the Confines of my Happineſs? 


As Souls that are excluded Heav'n for Sin, 
See all its Glories, but can't enter in. 


Ale. No, Madam, free from the dull Clogs of Senſe, 
Well reap Delights of nobler Excellence. 
Our entwin'd Souls each other ſhall enjoy, 


Tread Virtue's Paths, -and never loſe their Way. 
But if one in his Motion chance to err, 
Straight regulate it by the other's Sphere : 


Till at the lat, 
When the ſhort Zodiack of this Life we've 8 
With new-imp'd Zeal beyond the Stars we'll fly. 
There meet and mingle to a Deity. 1 
Queen. Then to all hopes of Happineſs adieu, 


Since my chief Bliſs I've loſt in loſing you: 


Oh the tyrannick Cruelty of Fate, 8 
That lets us know our Happineſs too late. Yet 


2 tm To 


- 8 mm” zODONN 


& » > 


1 | 


Aren sin . 


| vet why ſhou'd I to Fears and Sorrows bend, 

If only on their Fate my Hopes depend? £5, 

A Rival, and a King, I may remove: 5 1 

There's nothing difficult to them that ws [Exe Queen. 
Alc. She's gone. FE 

Greatneſs, thou gawdy Torment of our Souls, | 

The wiſe Man's Fetter, and the Range of Fools ! 

Who is't wou'd court thee if he knew thy Ills? 

He who the greateſt heap of Honour piles, 

Does nothing elſe but build a dang'rous Shelf, 

Or ere& Mountains to o'erwhelm himſelf, gan, 


SCENE Il. A reveadjoning u 1h Camp 


Euter Tiſſaphernes and Theramnes difeuisd. 


| Ti. Now, Sir, Vare free, and profperouſly move, 
To reap the long-wiſh d Harveſt of your mt 
One Minute and y are in Timandrd's Arms: 
New fetter d in the power of her Charms: * 
Met hinks the Thought ev'n my old — 
Ther, His Rage ſure works him to an Extaſy : 
How the eld Monſter hugs his Villany ! © 
Good Sir, diſpatch, I cannot brook delay: 
I waſte in expeRation of my Joy. 
But heark, did vou not hear a murm' ring Talk ? 
 Tif. Perhaps tis ſhe come in this Grove to walk: 
Stay, here they are; by Heav'n the ſame, tis ſhe. 
Retreat a while, bleſt Opportunity! I They go tothe Dar. 
Enter Timandra, ⁊uith a Book in her Hand, and Draxilla. 
Tim. Methinks, Draxilla, when Atlanta ran, 
And Slaughter was the only Prize ſhe won ; 
Her Power a too cruel Rigour bore, 
To kill thoſe ſhe had wounded ſo before. 
[Theramges throws off his Dig. | 
Ther. Then, Madam, be not guilty of her III: 
Me the poor Wretch y'ave wounded do not kill. 
Ah in your Heart, if ſuch a Senſe there be . 


e ee 


How 
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How much more Pity from your Breaſt i is due 
To him, who ev'ry Minute dies for you! _ . 
Tim. My Lord Theramnes ! by what lucky Hip- 
Have vou from Guards and Priſon made eſcape? 
Ver. Who wears your ſacred Age! in his Bread, 
Ts of ſuch pure Divinity, poſſeſt, 7 ; | 
And from ignoble Bondage ſo lecure, i 
That ſeeble Chains fall off, and loſe their power. 
Tim. Then, Sir, in your intended Flight make haſte; 
Leſt by ſome fatal Chance y' are once more loſt. 
Ther. No, I enjoy a nobler Safety here; * 
No Danger dares approach when you are near: 
Theſe Groves to Lovers Bliſs are dedicate, 15 
Free from th” uncivil Outrages of Fate. 
Come, let's to ſomething like Delight draw nigh, 
11 And loſe ourſelves a-while i in Extaſy.” _— | 
[Seives: 5 on FE 4 
re cn me, ve oP ! Draxilla,hely : my Lord! Oft. 
7% Good, Sentle Madam, if you pleaſe one word. Thu 
[Draxilla runsaut, crying Help, and Tiflaphernes after her. Itw 


Ther.” I cannot ſee my Rival bleſtalonez © 7 
Muſt he reap all the Sweets, and I have none? The 

Tim. This Outrage on my Knees I beg, - forbear : g My 
See, Sir, it is Timandra ſheds a Tear? [ Tiſ. returns. Dea 
Her whom you vow'd you lov'd with noble F And 
Oh don't by ſa vage Luſt profane that Name! Poft 
If 'tis the Envy of your Rival's Jo, Wh 
Remove, remove th' Offence ſome other way: © ® Wit 
Save but my Honour, and my Life deſtroy. | Oh! 

Wer. Such Tenderneſs might cool another IJ Blood, ect 


| But I am too unhappy. to be good. 

Let Virtue to dull Anchorites repair, 

Who ne'er had Soul enough to know-Deſpair. 

Pil baniſh the Encroachegꝝ from my Breaſt, 

And ſhake him off e' er he take hold too faſt, 

Come, let's retire within this Covert by ; 

Lam impatient, and my Blood boils high. 
Tim. I will not go, I'll die a. Martyr here. © 
Wer. Then I muſt drag you. P. 


71. — —Barb rous Rarimer! FONT 
Oh! oh! — 7 & 05 
| * Aletisde 
Alc. — Did I not hear a tender cry 2 | 
Oh Heavens! turn, baſe Hell- hound, turn, and die, 
[ Draws. 


"Ther. That, Sir, will = better underfiood. [ Draws. 


Tif. Yave. undertook, Sir, morethan you'll make good. 
[Draws. They both make at him. 


Cr ' 4 
8 ol 


'E ater Patroclus. 


Par. How this; aſſaulted ! and by ſuch baſe Odds! 


Courage, my Friend! 
[ After a fierce Fight between Ales A ee 
Patroclus and Tiſſaphernes, Patroclus drives his Fa- 


ther off the Stage, and Alcibiades runs ane, | 


through. ' 

Aic. To the accurſt bode ; | 
Of tortur'd Souls that in dark Horror dwell, 
Thus fly, and-to thy Fellow-Devils tell, 

It was my Sword that ſent thy Soul to Hell. 

er. Hold, Sir, enough; I muſt your Victim fall} 

Tho' an Atonement for my Sin too ſmall. 
My haſty Soul can make no longer ſtay, _ 

Death tolls his Leaden Bell, and calls away. 

And now like ſome ſad Trav'ler taking view 
Of the long Journey that I have to go, 


33 Without your Mercy no Admittance find. 

Oh but one Word of Pardon &er I die; 

Secure of that, my Soul dares boldly fly: 

Abſoly'd by you, it muſt have welcome there, 

As Incenſe that is offer'd up with' Pray? r. ; 
Tim. My Pardon and my Prayers too receive 

More than your Guilt could aſk me [ could give. | 

Be happy as your Penitence is true; 


Ther. Ah! can your Piety vouchſafe a Tear 
Of Pity, on an impious Raviſher ! 


80 


Aeis fass. nl 


Whilſt I my Thoughts to Heav'n's ſweet Manſions bend. 


And may kind Heav'n ſorgive you, as I do. [ 2 
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46  ALCIBIADES. 
My Soul will leave me in an Extaſy: 
And I ſhall know the Senſe to know I die. 


Thus, pure Divinity, at your Feet I bow; 
Here tis my Soul would make her lateſt ſtay: 


Nor gan ſhe : | 

Beginning hence her Journey, miſs the Way. 

But Td forgot; beware of—— [bie 
Ae. Who can fear, es 


: That i is ſecur'd by Charms ſo powerful here? 
Within theſe Spheres my Guardian Angels move ? 
Theſe are my Seats of Safety, as of Love. 


Tim. They weakly others guard, that can't defend 


Themſelves; I fear more Miſchief my depend 
| On this Diſaſter. - - 


Enter Patroclus. 
Ale. So when a Storm's blown o'er, 


Nr a calm Breeze has ſmooth'd the rugged Deep, 
The joyful Mariners can fear no more: 
| But thus embrace, and lull their Cares aſleep. 


** 


1 him. 

” FINER my Life's Protector and only Friend. 
.Hah! what does that ſad Look and Sigh intend 7 
Are you, Sir, wounded ? =——_—_—_— 

Pat. Yes, too deep, I fear. 

Alc. F orbid it Heav'n where is't ? 

Pat. Oh here, Sir, here; 
My Soul is pierc'd, I'm tortur'd ev'ry where: 
Your Friend ! ah let that Title be no more; 
Behold me as a Wretch forlorn, and poor. 
Imagine ev' ry. Form of Miſery ; | 


And when y' ave ſumm'd up all, then look on me. 


Alc. Now ſome bleſt Angel to my Soul reveal 
This Doubt; can he be wrong'd, and I not feel ? 
Ah kind Patreclus, this ſad Silence break. 

Pat. Oh, Sir, you muſt not hear, nor muſt I ſpeak. 


Paint out black Horrour, in its deepeſt dread, . 


And Troops of Murders hov'ring o'er your Head, 


And 
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And when that hideops Maſque of Hell you ſee, 
Think, if you can, that they came all from me. 
Ale. Confuſion! how my Thoughts begin to ſtart! 
A new unwonted Heat has Neis d my Heart, 
Something unruly, that would fain get place; 
But I'll ſubdu't.———Be free, kind Friend, alas ! 
Force me not wrong our Friendſhip and your Worth. 
Pat. That Charm's reſiſtleſs, and I feel *twill forth. 
But oh it muſt not; Duty does forbid: 
Yet what's my Duty if my Honour bleed | 
Know then, — now that this ſtubborn Heart would bn! f 
My cruel Father——oh I date not ſpeak. 
Alc. Hah! 
Pat. Led by ſome blind miſtaken Jealouſy, 
Heaps Treaſons upon you, and Shame on me. 
It was by him Theramnes made eſcape, | 
And 'twas he back'd him in this impious Rape. 
But oh no more ! Shame does my Words ſuppreſs: 
Yet think what he will do that durſt do this. 
I'll go and try if I his Rage can ſtay: ?: 
I may divert the Stream another way. [Exit Patroclus. 
Alc. Kind Youth, I cannot fear thy Father's Hate: 
He fells his Honour at too cheap a rate. 
What have I done that could be call'd a Wrong? 
No, I've a guard of Innocence too ſtrong ; 
Whilſt I unſpotted that and Friendſhip bear, 
No Danger is ſo great that I need fear. 
Tim. Yet be not, Sir, regardleſs of my Fears; 
dome Pity have of theſe ſad Sighs and Tears. 
WH. Whither, oh whither would your Raſhneſs lead; 
To urge a Ruin levelPF'd at your Head! 
Let u 
To ſome Receſs that s ſafe and humble go: 
Timandra can bear any thing with you. 
Let Int reſt the unkix'd and wav'ring ſway 3 
With us 


Ly ſhall ſupply what F ortune takes away. 
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9 Ari IA DES. 
Alc. Sure tis not my Timandra's Voice I bear 5 


" She ne'er had cauſe to think that 1 could . 


Have I fo many Dangers over-paſt, 
Poorly. to ſhrink from Villany at laſt? 

No, with my Innocence I'll brave his Hate, 
And meet it in a free undaunted State : 

See all with Smiles, as fearleſs and as gay, 


As Infants unconcern'd at Dangers play. 


Tim. Then [I'll perform what to my Love is due; | 


N Unſteady Doubts be gone, blind Fears adieu: 


I. were unworthy of the Heart you gave, 


Were than you leſs faithful, or leſs brave. 


And of my Courage too this Proof I'll give, 

When you dare meet at Death, I'll ſcorn to live, 

Nor longer be a Vaſſal to my Fear; 

We'll in each other's Chance a Portion bear. 

So Fate has thus at leaſt ſome Kindneſs ſhown, ; 
Neither can Wretches be, nor bleſt alone. [Exeunt? 


SCENE III. The Camp. 


Enter Tiſlaphernes and four V. zUains, 


Tif. Ist done 
1 Vil. Sir, to a Point your Will's falfill'd ; 
Theramnes Guards, as they lay drunk, we kill : 


Draxilla too, by th' Ambuſh you had laid 
For 2 5 Retreat, was on her Flight betray'd. 


Next, as from me, be there a Meſſage ſent, 
To bid my Son attend me in my Tent; 
In's paſſage thither you may ſeize him, 0 
Convey him to a-Cave—— - 
1 Vi]. — My Lord, we go. 
_Tiſ. Ve are the beſt of Mons but Miappear:- 


TEX. 1 


You know your bus Wop 80 : the Ki ing is here. 
Enter King and Queen attended. 
King. Lead to the Grove 


Tif. 0b, Sir, there's Treaſon in the Camp retreat, 
But now the Guards J in confuſion met, Who 


oe 2 


 t „ „ eee 
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Who led me where Theramnes I beheld, 
The late Athenian Captive General, kill'd. 
That little Breath he had left h* employ'd to ew 
His Honour, and his Gallantry toyou: 
Treaſons ſo ſtrange and horrid did relate, 
As would ſeem almoſt Treaſon to repeat. 
But, Sir, you have no longer Safety here : 
Secure your ſelf, and leave all to my Care. 
King. No more] you know not what you urge me to: : 
N my ſelf! am Ja King, or no? 
That Monarch, who when Danger's near, ſits down, 
Shews but a feeble Title to a Throne. 
The beſt Securities in Courage are; 
Me but ſubſcribe to Treaſons which we fear. 
Be free, and let me the bold Traitor know, 
To ſtem the Torrent I my ſelf will go: 
In State I'll meet the fond capricious Wretch, TE 
And dare him with that Crown which he would ſnatch. 
Tiſ. Alas, dread Sir, force me not to declare; 
The Name would wound your ſacred Breaſt to hear. 
I in revealing, Honour ſhould offend : 
He once was Noble, Sir, and call'd me F riend, 
King. How, Sir, your Friend! and Traitor to my 
Reveal him, or his Treaſons are your own. [Crown ? 
J. Alas, but muſt I ! — tis ſo foul a Deed, 
I cannot ſpeak. 
King. Hell, Sir; d'ye play: Proceed. 
Tiſ. Then to be ſhort, he you ſo lately ſtrove 
Teengage in all the firmeſt tyes of Love, 
He whom you almoſt had from nothing fais'd, 
And on the higheſt Seats of Honour plac'd ; 
Has thence this uſe of all your Favours ſhown, f 
To make 'em ſteps to mount into your Throne. 
King. Defend me ! what do hear! — 
Sir, you have rais'd a Tumult in my Breaſt, 
Which will not be ſo ſuddenly appeas'd: 
By Heav'ns, ſee all that you inform be true, 
Or may all Torments which to the Damn'd are due, 
Light on me, if inflied not on you. 


— — 
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The brave Athenian falſe ! it cannot be: 7 Th 
His Soul ne'er dreamt of ſuch Impiety. 9 To 
/ Sir, y'are unkind if you ſuſpect me falſe, "2 So1 

I never yet abus'd your Ears with Tales An 
Had I ſuch Myſtick Policy purſu'd,  _ Gr 
Perhaps I'd now been kindlier underſtood: 5 Gc 
King. Alas, dear Friend, miſconſtrue not my Zeal, An 
Weigh not my Paſſions in nice Reaſon's Scale. i A 
'Who would believe a King ſhould blindly place . 


His Love ſo firmly, for Returns ſo baſe ? | 
Wrack me no more, but the dark Scruple clear; 
Soul's in a Convulſion till I hear. | 4 
Tif. Yes, Sir, tis he, and thus his Plots were laid. Th 
Th account I from the dying Captive had; | 
Whom he with Liberty had brib'd to join | | 
With him in this his treacherous Deſign : | 
This Night with* Enemy your Camp t'invade, T] 
On promiſe it ſhould be by him betray e. 5 
Which when the gallant Captive did diſdain, I © 
He was to Combat dar'd, and by him ſlain, — 
If you inſiſt on farther Evidence, 


Theramnes murder'd Guards enough convince : Sit 
Hence you may farther Confirmation have. | Ui 
King. Be bold; ſpeak what thou knoweſt —— If 
+4 Vil. — When to relieve. =_ 
The Captive” s Guards, I by Command was ſent, N. 
found 'em murder'd at the Door o'th* Tent. | It 
In one of 'em ſome Life did yet remain, = 
Who told me they were by our Gen'ral ſlain, Ar 
"Cauſe they Theramnes' Freedom had deny'd. MM t 
More he had ſaid, but at theſe Words he dy'd. W 
King. It was enough. Treaſon, how dark art thou; 8e 
In Shapes more various than &'er Proteus knew. W 
By Heav'n I'll make him baſe, deſpis'd and poor. By 
More wretched than e'er Monſter was before. | H. 


Naked, and ſtript of all his Dignities, 
In lay his odious Crimes before his Eyes: 


Then 


* 


Then when is Mind his lab'ring with regret, 
To make his Infamy the more complete, 
Some common Slave ſhall on him Juſtice do, 
And ſend his Soul among the damn'd below. - 


Guards wait on him — [To Tiſſaphernes. 


Go e'er my Love return, and I repent, 

And ſeize upon the Traitor in his Tent. 

A ſpeedy Vengeance beſt befits this Wrong, 

."T were too much Mercy to delay it long. 

Enter Alcibiades and Timandra. 
Alc. This way's the King? 
77/ He's there leapt into the Net. 

Thus, Sir, the King ſalutes you. e bie ale. 

Alc. Slaves, retreat. 
Tim. Alas, my Lord ! 
/. — Sir, tis the Command, 

The leaſt of em I never durſt withſtand 
Alc. But, Sir, what Meaning can this Uſage bear? 
77/. The King, Sir, quickly all your Doubts will clear, 
King. Away with him, thou Poiſon to my Eyes, 

| ** The baſeſt Wretch not unconvicted dies. 
Sir, let me know what *tis that I have done, 
Unworthy of my Honour or your Crown. 
If in your Cauſe who'd ſpend his deareſt Blood, 
And is, to be your meaneſt Vaſlal, proud, 
No greater Welfare than in yours does know, 
If he be an Offender, Iam ſo. 
King. How cunningly he would ſeem innocent, 
And gild with Flattery his foul Intent! 
Thus Traitors in their Fall are like the Sun, | 
Who till looks faireſt at his going down. 1 
Sdeath, Sir, do you believe me Child, or Fool, | 
Whom ev'ry fawning Word or Toy can rule? 
By Heav'n ['ll let you ſee, Sir, your Miiake 
Hence with' the Traitor quickly. to the Rack. 
Alc. Sir, hear me ſpeak: | 
King. What is't that you can ſay, 

Who would mY Crown and your own Truſt betray? ? 

C 2 : When 
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When you from Priſon ſet the Captive free, TT 
Baſely to win him to your Treachery : 
Whom, when on him your Plots could vetting dv; W 
You kill'd, *cauſe he more Honour had than you. 
Alc. By all above, Sir, I am innocent; 1 
I ne' er knew what the Thought of Treaſon meant. I; 
But know from whence this Jealouſy you dw, ; 
From him that hates me, and abaſes you 7; 
 Theramnes had his liberty from hence; 7 TiMaphernes, Ne 
And for Deſigns ſo baſe W: 
Tiſ—Oh Impudence ! 1 


To what prodigious height will Treaſon climb ! 
Dare you, Sir, charge me with your heavy Crime? 
Old as I am, my Sword ſhould: do me right. 
Bu— | 
#le—Monfter henee, und üben den foor thee fright! >. 
Think'ſt thou to play with the black Deeds th'aſt done? Le 


Were I but free, though naked and alone, H 
Thou too defended by a deſp'tate Crew, 91G 1 
And all indeed more near being damn'd than thou; ph 
This ſingle Arm ſhould prove my Cauſe is good, * 
And chronicle my Honour in their Blood. | M 


King. Is't thus, Sir, you would plead your Innocence? 0 
Think you t'outbrave us with your Impudence? : 
Once more the Traitor to his Tortures bear. 

Queen. But, Sir, your Juſtice now is too ſevere. 
*Twere an ill Triumph after Victories, 

To make the Conqueror the Sacrifice ; 

That Gallantry ſome Privilege may plead. 
King. His Treaſons are too plain, and open laid, 
And all his Merits weigh'd againſt them light. | 

Queen. Should we him guilty of worſe Crimes admit, 
And that in's death you'd worthieſt Juſtice ſhew, 
Vet to forgive's the nobler of the two. 

King. When Deidamia pleads, I can't deny: 
His Doom's this time recall'd, he ſhall not die; 
But (robb'd of all his Joys) let him be {ent 
To a perpetual Impriſonment; 11 


ALCIIIA DES. = 
His Treaſures rifl'd, and his Wife a Slave. | 
Alc. Here on my Knees let me one Favour crave. 
Whatever Fate you have deſign'd for me, 
t is embrac'd; but, Sir, let her be free: 
Let all the Weight of the alledg'd Offence 
Light upon me; wrong not her Innocence. 


6 


_ - Tim. How mean and abject is your Courage now! 


Think you that I dare ſuffer leſs than you? 
No, Sir; in this he has no Right to plead ; 
Whate'er you think either has merited, 
Let equal Juſtice on us both be ſhown ; 
And as we are, ſo let our Fates be one. 
Alc. Thou Wonder of thy Sex 
King. Il hear no more: 
How dare you tempt an angry Monarch's Pow's ? 
But ſince his Fate ſo gratefully you eſteem : 
Let her be Pris'ner too, but far from him. 
He muſt not be ſo happy to have her, 
For Fetters would be Bleſſings were ſhe there. 
Go ſee ye execute our Orders ſtraight. 


7im. Thus we with Smiles will entertain our Fate, 
My deareſt Lord, farewel ; let not a Sigh 
Or Tear proclaim we grieve, our Parting's nigh. 
Were it to quit our Happineſs a Pain, 
Joy were not then a Bleſſing, but a Chain. 
No, let us part as dying Martyrs do, 
Who leave this Life only to gain a new. 
Grief equally .ignoble were as vain, 
Since we at lealt in Heav'n ſhall meet again. 

Alc. So from their Oracles the Deities 
Inſtruct the ignorant World in Myſteries. 
But, part ! that Word would make a Saint deſpair. 
Obedience cannot be a Virtue here. 
If ſo, ye Gods, ye have ſuch Precepts giv'n, 
That an Example would confound your Heav'n: 
You Duties beyond your own Omnipotence enjoin; 
Can you forſake your Heav'n, or I leave mine? 
Till when thus King I'm fix'd beyond remove, 
With all the Cements of an endleſs Love. 
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54 ALI BIA DES. 

Kill me, thou yet ſhalt of thy Ends deſpair, ) 

My Soul ſhall wait upon her every where, 

Nay, I'd not fly to Heav'n till ſhe came there. 
King. Shall I thus ſee my ſelf out-brav'd? away, 

He is a Traitor that but ſeems to ſtay. 

{Alcibiades ſnatches a Sword from one of the Guards. 
Alc. Now I am arm'd, Death to that Wretch that ſlirs. 
King. Sir, do you think to look us into fears? 

Diſarm him, Guards, or kill him. [ They fight axd diſarm 
if. Puſh home, ye Dogs [ him. 
Ac. Sordid Slaves. | 
Thus ev 'ry Aſs the helpleſs Lion braves. 
Adieu, divineſt of thy Sex, adieu! * 
I never thought that I could part till now. 
Now I deſerve the worſt Fate has in ſtore, 
That in ſo brave a Cauſe ſhould do no more. 
| I Guards offer to lead him off 
Yet 557 one Look. Thus does the Needle ſteer 
To his lov'd North, and fain would come more near: 
When in the eager Proſpect of his Joy, 
He is by ſome rude Artiſt ſnateh'd away. 
Farewel 
Tim. Farewel, and if your PLES 
E'er trouble you with ſuch a thing as I, 
Let not a Sigh come from you, but believe 
I'd rather be forgot, than you ſhould grieve. 
Alc. Such Worth ſhall in each Temple have a Shrine; 
What, to regain her, would I not reſign ?. 
But ſhe's too Heav'nly to be longer mine. 
[ Exe. ſeveral ways guarded, and looking back at eachother. 
King. She's gone, but oh what mighty Charms there lie 
Couch'd in the narrow Circle of an Eye! 
Had ſhe but ſtay'd another Minute here, 
I had worn Chains, and been her Priſoner : 


For if ſo bright when to a Dungeon gone, 
How would ſhe ſhine triumphant on a Throne? [Ex:t. } 
Queen. So, now or never muſt my Love ſucceed ; 


Vainly, weak King, haſt thou his doom decreed. 


And ftill I fear my Heart is not my ownz - ( 


ALCIBIADES. "=" 
In this beginning of his Fall thou'ſt ſhown 
But the imperfect P. 1gure of thy .own. 
Few Hours remain *twixt thee and Deſtiny, | 
"Till When grow dull in thy Security, 
Timandra's and thy Death is one Deſign ; . „ 
Then if a Crown can tempt him, he is mine. Exit. 


rv. SCENE I 


| Tiſſaphernes (Clus. 

T. Now like a Lion on my Prey I'll ſeaſt: 
Revenge ! thou ſolace to a troubied Breaſt, 

Could but Theramnes in E Mum know, 


How would his Ghoſt rejoice. at what I do! 
[ Theramnes's riſes, 


Ghoſt. © : 
7i. Death, what is that I hear and ſee ? 

Begone, dull Ghoſt ; if thou art damn'd, what's that to me? 
Ghoſt. From deepeſt Horror of eternal Night, 

Where Souls in everlaſting Torments groan, 

Where howling Fiends lie chain'd, and where's no Light, 

But thickeſt Darkneſs covers ev'ry one, 

I come to warn thee, Mortal, of thy Sin; 

Short time 1s here left for thee to remain : 

''Twere fit that thy Repentance ſoon begin, 

For think what 'tis to live in endleſs Pain. 

Farewel. | D 
Tif. — ' Twas an odd Speech; but be it io : 

Piſh; Hell it ſelf trembles at what I do; 

And its Submiſſion better to expreſs, y 

Sends this Ambaſſador to make its Peace. | *% 

Let idle Fears the Superſtitious awe ;. 5 1 

Wich me my Reſolution is a Law. 

. 


8 ALCIBIA DES. 
Repentance now would be too late begun : 
Ages can't expiate what I have done. 
And if below for Souls ſuch Torments are, 
Methinks there's yet ſome Brav'ry in Deſpair. 
'The eaſy King looks little in his State, © 
His Crown is for his Head too great a Weight: 
But I will eaſe him, and adorn this Brow; - 
Thus to my Aims no Limits I'll allow. 
Revenge, Ambition, all that's ill, ſhall be 
My Bus neſs; ſo F]l baffle Deſtiny. 
Hell! No, ES 
Pl act ſuch Things whilſt here I have Abode, 
q Till ys own Trophies raiſe me to a God. 
Enter Queen. 
Queen. Now ſuch an Engine is it I would hw 
I-know he is a Traitor, and is brave. 
T'll bait him with Ambition that may move: 
Then if complacent to my Ends he prove, 
In ſeeming to comply with his Deſign, 
I'll make him but an Inſtrument to mine; 
For when Succeſs me to my Wiſhes calls, 
I'll ſhake him of, and then uo he falls. 
My Lord | | 
77% Madam. 
Queen. My Father lov? a you well, 
F've heard him oft of your Atchievements tell; 
When in his Camp fuch gallant Deeds you wrought, 
And always Victory and Triumph brought. 
Tiſ. Madam, your Father was all good and juft. 
Queen, He could, why may not I, your Honour truſt ? 
 Ti/. You wrong it elſe, your Father lives in you; 
As I was his, I am your Champion too. : 
Though old, againſt your Foes this Sword ſhall plead 
Your Right; name but your Traitor, and he's dead. - 
Queen. Nay, Sir, the Traitor's not alone my Foe, | 
His Injuries extended are to you, | 
To you to whom he owes all he enjoys, ha 
Vet baſely him that gave him growth deſtroys; : 


vo 2223. 
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Whilſt 
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Whilſt for his Ills he would his Kindneſs plead, 
To heap your. Honours on your Rival's Head. 
Rally your Courage up, if you are brave, 
And at once mine, and your own Honour ſave. | 
Ti. Your Majeſty would mean the D'ye 
My Reſolution, or my Loyalty ? — * Ivy. 
Bueen, Your Courage, Sir, is known; your Loyalty, 
If you have any, yow'll find due to me. 
Through me theſe Honours you in Sparta bore, 
And 'twas my Father made you great before. 
Now know it is the King, whoſe perjur'd Soul 
Has done me Injuries ſo baſe and foul, | 
That all that's good will bluſh at ; his Vows paſt 
To me, all in another's Love are loſt. 
Nay, with my Honour too my Life muſt bleed ; 
He, with the 'Gen'ral's has my Fall decreed, 
To take the fair 7imandra to his Bed. 
Let's go ſurprize him now he's full of Wine: 
Revenge me on his Life, his Crown is thine, 
Tif. Madam, indeed the Injuries you feel 
Cry loud; nor do I tamely ſee my Ill. 
But you muſt ſwear to me you will be true. 
Queen. By all that's holy Il be ſo to you. 
Ti. I'll do't; but, Madam, know, I undertake 
To hazard Life 'and Honour for your ſake ; 
Should you betray me: 
Queen. Nay, now you are unkinder than before. 
To my firſt Oath I'll add a Million more. 
J / And you will till be mindful of the Crown? 
Duten. Had he ten thouſand, they were all your own. 
Tiſ. This then's his Fate; pity a Crime were here: 
He ſhan't have time enough to make a Prayer. 
[Draws a Dagger. 
Qucen. Be bold; and proſper i in thy brave Deſign; 
And when his Death' 's Fa the next is thine. 
Aide. Exit. 
N Trap was ; dan? rouſly and ſubtly laid, 
But I am not ſo calily betray'd. | 
| — 5 | Her 


4 2 . Mn ED aire . 
- _ who 1 by . o we 
f * — 5 oe „ . 0 * — 8 - | 
OY rar ene rg U hw 
. $ 2 7 3 n S 
7 G re” r 8 1 5 — et 
N * L 9 w_Y » — 
N 1 - — n — 3 | 
— We * 1 "= Sis of Sy * * » rr n o 3 
9 R e's 2 RS 
ia e LF IR. 14 4 "—_—_ 5.4 *** En * 
AAA : 
3 


— 


F 24 BO 4 
WI, + 7 22 2 N N n 
* ” — 
g , 
4 8 . £ _ Le 4 
* e N - * 


e veto 
91 1 p 6 
io gene, 1 wth pre" 4-99 
wrt EATS 5 TIF") 


+. ALCIBIADPp ESI 
Her Love to Alcibiades I know; _ .. 
Her Woman. for me did that Kindneſs do. 
And ſince ſhe is ſo good at the Deſign, 
Fil to obl:ge her give her one of mine. 
My zealous urging of her Oath was done, 
Not to prevent her Plots, but hide my own. 
III cheriſh her in all that ſhe pretends, _ 
So make her Aims but Covers to my Ends. 
For when I'm ſeated on the Spartan — 
Both her and all her Treaſons I'll diſown: 
Prove both her Judge and her Accuſer too, 
And on her my firſt Act of Juſtice do. 
So all my Doubts and Fears will be o'erpaſt, 


with the Crown and Sceptre. 


Enter King and Lords. 
King. My Lords, no more, we'ave drank too deep! ra 
A while be private. a how 
Lords. Royal Sir, we go. [Ex. Lords. 


King. Boy take thy Lute, and with a pleaſing Air, 
Appeaſe my Sorrows, and delude my Care. [Sits drum. 


SONG. 


p. rinces that rule, and E mpires * 
How tranſitory is their State ! 
Sorrows their Glories do allay, 
And richeſt Crowns have greateſt . 12 
| IT. 
The mighty Monarch Treaſon fears, 
Ambitious Thoughts within him rave ; 
His Life all Diſcontent and Cares, 
And be at beſt 15 but a Slave. 
| II. 
Vai inly we think wi th fond Delight 
To eaſe the Burden of our Cares! 
Fach Grief a ſecond does invite, 
And Sorrows are each other's Heirn, 


IV. 


And by her Fall I fix myſelf more faſt, [ Exit. 
An Apartment, with a Chair of State, and by it a Table, 


en, ̃ M0 
„ 5 

For me, my Honour I'll maintain, 
Be Gallant, Generous and Brave; 

And when I Ruietude Would gain, 

At leaſt I find it in the Grawe. The King fa falls aſleep- 


Enter Queen and Tiſſaphernes with a Dagger. 
Queen. He ſleeps ; now let the fatal Deed be done. 
Hah ! what are theſe, the Sceptre and the Crown! 
So did the drouſy Dragon ſleep, when he 
Loft the rich Fruits of the Heſperian Tree. 
Firſt we'll ſecure his Crown, and then he dies. 
[ Takes up the Crown. 
Thus Pm diſcharg'd of all my Promiſes. 
Take this, and if I claim your Promiſe too, 
[ Puts it on bis Head. 
Yare King, and Juſtice i is your Duty now. a 
Come, by his Fall 
This your firſt Step to Glory ſolemnize, 
I'll make you King, make him my Sacrifice. 
Tiſ. Til dot, but tay— [ Advances towards the King. 
Queen. = Nay, quickly to him go; 
Sir, he expects no Ceremony now. | 
Ti. Thus then I—hah! how alter'd am 4 grown! 
I ſtand amaz'd, and dare not venture on. 
There is in Majeſty a ſecret Charm, 
That puts a Fetter on a Traitor's Arm: 
I cannot do't— — 
Queen. Then look on her that dares. 
How deſpicable is the Man that fears! 
Give me the fatal Inſtrument of Death; 
[Takes his Dagger from Hi ui. 
M. yſelf will in his Heart this Dagger ſheath. 
Then bluſh to think, if &er the World ſhould Know, 
That a frail Woman durſt do more than you. 
Courage he ſmiles.— ¶ Advances towards the King. 
Some pleaſing Dreams his Fancy entertain; ' 
Oh it were Pity he ſhould wake again, 


Thus, 


W 
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Thus, King, thy Life and Empire I command : 
Accept this from thy Deidamia's Hand. [ Stabs him. 
King. Hah, murder d! Deidamia, and by you! 
What is't that faithleſs Woman will not do! 

Henceforth all Loyalty and Love farewell. 
When Aſter- ages ſhall this Story tell, 
"Twill be a Truth too ſad to be receiv d; 

Nor ſhall the World be by it ſelf believ'd. 

Did I for this ev'n Crown and Empire quit, 
To lay all my Ambition at your Feet; 
When at the Altar ſtricteſt Vows I paid? 
Nor were they with leſs Zeal perform d than made. 
I lov'd you far above that Life y'ave ſpilt, 
Till ev'n my Paſſion was become my Guilt. 

I for your ſake depriv'd Heav'n of its due, 
Took Adoration thence to pay it you. 
And muſt this be th' Reward for all I've done? 
Yet I ſhall have this Comfort when I'm gone, 
'That Ino longer ſhall with you remain, 


Butdie in hopes we ne'er ſhall meet again. [Dies. 


Queen. He's gone, and now my Lord 
Ti]. — 0h, what is't you have done? 
A while lay your unruly Paſſions down, 
View but the ſweet Compoſure of that Face, 
Where G:andeur fat attended by each Grace: 
Now there grim Death his ghaſtly Revels keeps, 
And pallid Horror o'er each Feature creeps, 
| Weep, Madam, weep, to think your Rage has given 
That Blow, which robs the World to enrich Heav'n. 
Oh my dear Lord, that e'er I liv'd to know 
This Day! Madam, I can't conceal it. 
uttn.——Say you fo? 
But, Sir, I ſcorn to be betray d by you. 
[At the noiſe of People ent ring, throws aauay the Dagger, 
then falls upon her Knees, and ay hold < Tiffapher- 
nes; then ſprats. 
Treaſon, Treaſon, Treaſon, & 


Is't not _ you've ſhed my Huſband" 8 Blood 7 


7 
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Tf. The Devil! [good. 
Queen. And robb'd the World of all cher s great and 

But you muſt ſeek my Life? Oh Pity take, 
If not for mine, at leaſt for Virtue's ſake ! 
J Hell and Plagues ! 
Queen. But why do I name that? for all that cer 
The World had left of i it, lies murder'd there. 
77; Very ine, © lmine. 
Queen. Vet though you've robb d him of his Life, ſave 
III live to aſk Heav'n pardon for your Sin, 
Ti i. So, now I'll ſtop your Mouth. 
[ Breaks from her, and takes up the Dagger. 
Queen. Help! Murder! Treaſon ! help! 
Enter Lords. | 
1 Lord. How, Tifſſaphernes arm'd againſt the "oY" ! 
What means this Poſture, Sir 
Queem. 09h noble Lord 
If eer your Pity cou'd a Tear afford, 
Weep down an Ocean there; behold the Spring 
Of Sparta's Hopes lies murder'd in her King. 
And had not I the Traitor's Rage withſtood, 
He with my Huſband's too had mixt my Blood. 
See where he guilty ſtands. 
Lord. Great Agis lain! 
By Ti ſapher nes too 
Queen. Ves, he to gain 
The Spartan Crown, this bloody Deed has done, 
See he already has uſurp'd the Crown; 
His hot Ambition could not bear Delays, 
But on the Royal Spoils thus proudly preys; 
Inſult in's Treaſon. 
Tif.. I am now. ron down ; 
So far, that all hopes of Recovery's gone. 
But, Madam, can you dare to lay this Guilt 
On me:! was't not by you his Blood was ſpilt? 
AQ2ueen. By me, baſe Wretch, would thy Impiety 
Lay this inhuman Regicide on me? 
I wound this Breaſt ? ah, dear Saint, too well 
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Oo Ate vraprs. 
I knew thy Wort!! 644-3 Liehr. 


7. Death ! ſhe'll be Quiet of Hell; 

Pluto will grow in love with her for this. 
Lord. My Lord, htm; 's above all Pardon. 
" Tiſ. —Tis. | | 
Lord. Fhen, Sir, to dier | 
Ti/. No, thus I deny. 

J liv'd not by it, nor will by it die. 

Was it for this my Stratagems I laid 


To ruin her, to be by her betray'd ? 


Curſe on my narrow Fate: but yet to ſhew 
That I love Murder too as well as you, 


Thus, perjur'd Queen 


[Offers to ſtab the Queen, but is Binder d 5 I Lor 45 
Queen. See, how he'd ſtill purſue 
His Treaſon | hence to Juſtice with him go. 


| Hourly let on the Rack his Pains increaſe, 


Till he the horror of his Guilt confeſs; 

Tiſ. That ſhall not need. I'll own the Deed as mine, 
But glory in't, it was a brave Deſign. 
The King kill'd ! and I ruin'd ! to compleat 


Thy Luft, all by one Stratagem, was great! 


So great, that for its ſake 


I can with Satisfaction yield my Breath, 


Elſe I ſhould take no pleaſure in my Death. . 
But e' er I go, be pleas'd to entertain 
The laſt kind Precepts of a dying Man. 


Be bloody, falſe, revengeful, luſtful, all 


That can be found recorded on Hell's Roll 
Embrace ; where · e er you riſing Virtue ſee, 

Down with it, and ſet up Impiety. 
Make that your Theme, leave nothing ill undone, 
So copy Tifſaphernes when he's gone: 


| Who leaves this Counſel as a Legacy: 


Tis my Religion and Ill in it die. LE. it Tiſ. _— 
Queen. Hence with the Wretch 

Mean while to my dead Lord Pll Süden ray, 

And after his ſigh my own Life away. 

So, now they are gone——Hah, who comes there? 


' Preſent bis Nr. 1 
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ALCIBIA DES. 63 
Enter Ardella. FR. 
1 "Tis I. 
Queen. Ardella, on that thing caſt ack an Eye; 
"Twas once a King, but thank theſe Hands now none: 


Nay ſtart not, Ti ſaphernes too is gone; [Ardella farts. 
His Treaſures all are thine as a Reward. 


Ard. You are too kindüyq)q of 
Been. See ſtraight a Draught prepar'd, 
And Murderers ; TJimandra next muſt fall; 
You know our Will, let it be done. 


Ard. —: ſhall. | [Exennt gave 


SCENE, A darten d Tent. 


Timandra gſlecp upon a Couch, a Spirit comes and ſings. - 
Mer. Come, my Salla, come away, 
Thy Merli calls. 
Sal. [within.] Whither ? 
Mer. Hither ! wewe no Buſineſs to-day, 
And where Inmcence ſleeps, abe I may play. 
Sal. I come. [Entere. 
Mer. So, welcome my Dear, 


But firſt let's diſperſe the black Clouds that are Kere. 
Both. Round about this Place aue range, | 


And its gloomy Darkneſs change. 
To a bright delightful Grove, 
A proper Scene for happy Love. 


| The SCE NE changes to E/y/um. 
Mer. Next, to divert this Fair-One, all . 
Our wing'd Companions we'll call. y 
And the Air for Mufick charm, | 
Whilſt they their Meaſures here perform. | 
' Both. Come all you bright Forms that inhabit the Air, | 
And eaſe with your Pleaſures the Cares of the Fair: ' 8 
Here frolick and ſkip, Oh no longer delay! 
But let each clap his Wings, and away. 
Several Spirits of the Air deſcend, and dance. 


= | Salla. 
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64  ALCIBIADES. 
= Salla. Now let us diſerver the Manſions of Reft, 
- Where Lovers with eternal Foys are bleſt. 


[A glorious Temple appears in the Air, where the | 


Spirits of the Happy are ſeated. 
See Fair-Oue, ſee, not long e er you 
To thoſe glorious Seats ſhall go. 
Another Spir. The lufful Queen thinſts for your Blood, 
f And you are for this World too good. 
Mer. Nor ſhall you come alone, your Lower too 
Mu meet a Fate the ſame with you. 
Salla. But here your Troubles all ſhall ceaſe, 
1, the Seat of endleſs Bliſs. 
Cho. Here in endleſs Pleaſures they - 
Keep eternal Holiday. 
Here they revel, ſport, and are 
Crown'd with Toys ſtill new and rare ; 
Their Pleaſures too can newer die, 
But like themſelves have Immortality. 
Mer. See. the kind Spirits ſmile, and now 
They'll bleſs her with a nearer View. 
[The whole Body of the Temple moves downward. 
Cho. Deſcend, ob ye Glaries, deſcend! | 
Who with Bleſſings eternal are crewn'd; 
To this Nymph your kind Influence lend, 
Whilft all the Spheres with Harmony und. 
Mer. She wakes ; let the Apparition go 3 
By th' damp upon my Wings I know- 
Something ill is drawing near; 
Come Salla, come away; Oh come away, my Dear. 
They all vaniſh, and the Scene changes again to the Tent. 
Dim. I've had a Dream might have a Lover bleſt; 
Oh th' ſweet Delights of everlaſting Ref! 


* 


How's this! the Queen? what can her coming mean? 
Queen. Ardella with the Ruffians here remain; 
I'Il in, and with ſoft words her Temper try; 
If without him, ſhe'll live, ſhe ſhall not die. 
Madam — 5 [To pag 
| im. 


¶ Aucen appears at the Entrance. 


ALCIBIADES. 

Tim —— Your Pleaſure ! | 

Queen. Oft I've heard y' are brave; 

But the beſt Proof of Gallantry you gave, 
When of your noble Lord you were bereft, 
And ſuch a Bliſs with ſo rare Patience leſt. 

Tim. Madam, our Flames a nobler Paſſion rules 
Than Fondneſs, th'idle Guilt of wav'ring Fools; 
Our Loves knew a far higher Excellence, 
Than the half Pleaſures of a Minute's ſenſe. 


Queen. Then you may love, ſince you can with him part. 


He has made a Conqueſt o'er my tender Heart. 


Love governs here; and ſince my Husband's —_ | 


Fate and my choiceſt Wiſhes have decreed, 
He ſhould both in his Love and Throne facceed. 


Tim. Do you believe Empires or Crowns can make 


Him his Timandra and his Faith forſake ? 
Or think you I an Atom will reſign 

Of that Heart, which by holy Vows is mine ? 
No, I will keep him, maugre Cruelty. 


Queen. But, Madam, do you know what tis to die? 


Tim. Ves, tis to lay theſe Clogs our Bodies by, 
And be remov'd to bleſt Eternity, 
By Death Relief from all our Griefs we gain, 
And by one put an end to Years of Pain; 
By that we in one Minute find out more, 
Than all the buſy Gown- men ſtudy fog ; 
Who after in dull ſearch they've Ages ſpent, 
Learn nothing but to know they're ignorant. 
Death is a Bleſſing, and a thing fo far 
Above that worſt of all our Frailties, Fear, 
It claims our Joy; ſince by it we put on 
The Top of Happineſs, Perfection. | 
Quit him! no, never whilſt I here have breath; 
He's mine in ſpite of Cruelty or Death. _ 
Queen. Then enter ye grim Miniſters of Fate. 
Enter Murderers with Poiſon. 
Does not your ſtubborn Courage now abate ? 


| Tim. 
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© 8 


Tim. No, my Reſolves more fixt and firm are grown ! 
Bring dreadful'ſt Racks and Tortures yet unknown, 
Provide one for each Senſe, and then do thou +4 ! 


Tempt me my Love and Intereſt to forego,; 
*"Miditof my Pains I'll ſmile, and tell thee No. 


Queen. But Minton, ſoon your Inſolence ſhall ceaſe. 


Come, ſinee ſuch Reſolution you expreſs, 

Take this; demur not; do't--[Gziwves her a Bowl of 1 
Tim. And'i is this all ? | 

I thought t' have had a more heroick Fall, 

Expected to have nobleſt Tortures met, 

Not by dull Poiſon to have found my F. ate; 

But any way I can thy Pow'r defy ; 5 0 
'Tis for my Alcibiades I die. = Offire to drink, 
Queen. Vet yield, and live . 

Tim. — Live ! what have I to do 
With Life, when giv'n by one e ſo baſe as you ? 
Thus I defpiſe it? ' [| Drinks. 


Queen. What diſmal Tortures Araight)\ will on her ſeize ! 


80 twas a Health to Aleibiadts. 


After Timandra has Blink the Poiſons. 


My Alcibiades is ftill my own: 

And if thou him embrace when I am gone, 

Each Night thy Bed Fll haunt, and challenge there 
Thoſe Joys of which theu haſt bereft me here. 
Anxious ſhall be each Day, diſturb'd each Night, 


Tim. Now bluſh at what thy impious Rage has done; a 


A reſtleſs Shade I'Il till be in thy Sight; 
And thee ”th* height of all thy Pleaſures fright: 
Heav'n, what do I feel! 
Queen. Oh, does the Draught ſucceed ? 
Ard. Madam, great Alcibiades is freed, 
And juſt is ning 
Queen. Straight, with ſtricteſt Care 
Convey her in, and wait my Pleaſure there. 


[De Murderers lead in Timandra. 


Sweet Murder! oh, no Phyſick is ſo good 
For th* hopeleſs Lover as a Bath of Blood. 
But here he Comes =—_— Enter 


3 
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ALCIBIAPD ES. - 677 
Enter Alcibiades. 
o to my Griefs again. | DLVeili. 4 

Alc.. It makes me wonder how I Freedom gain; 
All things confus'd and in diſorder are. | 
How's this, in mourning Weeds? unveil, my Fair, 
Hah, not Timandra Veen unveils. 

Queen. ——No, Sir, though 'tis one 
That loves as nobly as Timandra can, 

Or could, did ſhe yet live; but ſhe 1 is dead. 
Alc. How, dead! 
Queen, Ves; Tiſſaphernes that black Deed did do, 
Prompted by his ignoble Hate to you. 
But you will wonder more, when I tall tell, 
That by his Hand the mighty Agis fell. 
The King is ſlain, both I and Sparta now 
Have no Hopes left but what remains in you. 
Alc. In me! alas! I am a Wretch too poor. 
Timandra dead! curſt ever be the Hour 
' Wherein ſo fair an Innocence was loſt. 
Heav'n juſtly now may of its Glories boaſt 3 
For the moſt bright, and precious Saint that e'er 
The World enjoy'd, is fled, and ſeated there. | 
Queen. Why do you let your Griefs diſtract your Soul? 
Call up your Reaſon, and let Paſſion cool, 


7 here a Queen, that courts you with the Charms 


Love, a Crown and Empire, to her Arms, 

o longer for Timandra Sorrow wear; 
I will ſupply all you have loſt in her: 

P11 love you as ſhe did. 
8 Oh, Madam, no; | 
To love like her's a Taſk too hard for you; 
Love me as ſhe did ? why each Thought ſhe bad 
Of me, was ſuch, might make an Angel glad: 
For Crowns, though Emperor of the World I were, 
Id turn a Beggar to recover her. 
Oh, Madam, tempt no further; all's but vain ; 
I ne'er can have a Thought of Love again. 
Queen. Never! 


68 ALCIBIADES, 
Ac. No, never 
| Queen. Can you then ſo ſoon B 
Forget your Promiſe ? or will you diſown 
That Cer, if you Timandra ſhould ſurvive, - 
You vow'd you only for my ſake would live? 
You ſee how Heav'n has decreed 
Alc. Alas ! | 
I then the Blefling knew, but not the Loſs; 

. Beſides I now muſt die "WM 
Queen. How, Sir, is't thus my profer'd Love * prime ? 
Alc. I do not hate you; may not that ſuffice? 
Queen. Ungrateful, no! but I'll reward thy Pride. 
Draw back! 

[The Scene drawn, diſcovers Timandra on a Couch, in 

the midſt of her Pains. | 
Go Dotard in, enjoy thy Bride, 

. And know, by me thy lov'd Timandra died: 
Yes cruel Man, by me | 

Tim. ——No, Queen, ſhe lives, 7 
And till to all thy Rage Defiance gives. | | 

Do I behold my deareſt Lord ſo nigh II Spier Alcibiades, 
Shall I again Le him before 1 die! | 
Alc. Beſt Hopes and Comfart of my Lite, I'm here. 
How fares my Love 
Nin. O, come not, came not near: 5 

My Blood's all Fire, Infection's in each Vein, | 


And Tyrant Death in ev'ry Part does reign 3 
And I for you could ſuffer much more Pain. 
Ale. Kind Heav'n! let all her Pangs upon me fall ; 
And add ten thouſand more I'll bear em all, 
Do but reſtore her back. Oh curfed 
What Devil arm'd thee to ſo damn'd a Sin? 
Cou'dit thou be guilty of ſo foul a Deed ? 
Queen. Yes, I did do't; by me the King too bled, 
Unworthy Wretch ! and all for love of you; 
But had I pow'r, I now would kill thee too. 
- Alc. Oh do't, I'll blot out all thou'aſt done before, 
And never call thee baſe, nor cruel more. . 


 ALCIBIADES. — 
Hero | is my Breaſt, ſoon the kind Work begin, 
Advance thy Poniard, ſend it boldly in. po 
Queen. No, thou ſhalt live for r Deſtiny, 
But firſt ſhall ſee thy dear Tĩimandra die. 
Ale. Oh Miſery beyond the Damn'd beneath! 
Muſt I not ——4 be in Liſe nor Death? 
Tim. Alas ! ceaſe your unneceſſary Moan; 
I find my Torments quickly will be gone. 
Though I could wiſh they might to Years renew, 
So I might ſtill be bleſt with ſeeing you. 
Now the black Storms of Fate are allblown o'er, 
And we ſhall meet, and ne er be parted more. 
But oh farewell 2 
Alc. —— My dear Timandra ſtay ! 
Ah precious Soul, fly not ſo ſoon away! 
But one Look more; will Death have no-Remorſe ? 
See, tis thy Alcibiades implores. 
But oh ſhe's gone! ſeize there that Murd'reſs. 
Auen. — No: 
Seize me ! 'tis more than all your Camp can do: 
Whoe er comes, here's my Guard; alas mean Fool, 
| [ Preſents her Dagger. 
My Fate's a thing too great for thee to rule; 
There lies your Conftancy. [ Pointing to Timandra. 
[Alcibiades fees to the Nn and fnarthes the Dagger 
her. | | | 
Alc. Infernal Hag! — | 
Whoſe ev'ry Breath infects, each Look's'a Plague! 
Could not thy Fury on my Boſom reft, 
But thou muſt wreak thy Vengeance on this Breaſt? 
To murder her! curſe on me that I ſtand 
Thus idle; now thy Heart: 
3 | [Preſents the. ar * B 2 
But oh twould brand 
My Trophies with eternal Ir , 
If by my Hand fo baſe a thing ſhould He: 
Her IIls ſo many, and ſo odious are, 


They would diſgrace an Executioner. 


Yet 
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Yet 714 do ſomething; oh I have't, Tl tear I Ravigh. 
Her piece · meal: — but 7:mandra's gone too far :[ Milaly, 


Vonder ſhe mounts ! triumphant Spirit ſtay 3 

See where the Angels bear her Soul away! ; 
Now all the Gods will grow in love with her: 
And ] ſhall meet freſh Troops of Rivals there. 


But thus Vil haſte and follow———— [Stats bimſulr | 
Devil, there— [Throws the Dagger to the Queen, | 


Die, if thou haſt ages TREE: to dare. 

But ou 

A heavy Faintneſi does each Senſe _—_ : 

Yet e'er I cloſe up theſe unhappy Eyes '% 

Fear the laſt duteous Sorrows they | pay, F 
And at this Object melt in Tears away. -— 

Bleſt Centre of my Hopes, in whom I plac'd 

Joo choice, too pure a Happineſs to laſt. - 

I any Loſs leſs than thy Death had grieved ; 
How well could I have died, ſo thou hadſt liv d! 
Damn'd Fiend ! Io the Queen. 
But oh why do rave at her, Fate 
That have ſo little time to tarry here? 

One parting Kiſs, and then i in Peace Þ ll die: 


[Kies T imandra, 


Now, farewell World; welcome Eternity. 
1 Enter Patroclus, Lords and Guards. 
| Pat. Horror of horrors ! this was a diſmal Chance; 
Alas, my Friend ! 
Alc. ——Thy uſeleſs Grief 1 * 
Farewel ; we ſhall hereafter meet again. Dies. 
Pat. Guards, ſeize the Queen — 
Queen. — Seize me, rude Slaves! forbear. 
Piat. You ſhall in ſhort your Accuſation hear. 
To kill the King my Father firſt you made 
| Your Property; then baſely him betray ec. 
Your Woman all confeſt, and by the Guard 
Is now ſecur'd to a more juſt Reward. + 
And (though too late) this black Deſign I knew: 
Vet all your Stratagems are uſeleſs now. | 
SPE] Hence 
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Hence with the Murd'reſs to Juſtice. 

Queen. Hah! 
Think yon that I- will die by formal LaÄWw . 
No, when Pm dead be thus my Fame apply; > 
She liv'd a Murd'reſs, and Murd'reſs dy d. 


PRI CIO LSV abe ber f 


Juſtice would but my Heppinck retard ; | 
Thus I deſcend below to a Reward. rs eh 
L. ſhall be Queen of Fate: The Furies there 
For me a glorious Crown of Snakes prepare. 

I long to be in State; my Lords farewel : 


Now noble Charon! hoiſt up Sail for Hell. [Dies. 


Lord. Her Soul is fled— 

Pat. — With her for ever die 
Her Treaſons, and her odious Memory. 
But whither is the fair Draxi//a gone? Ss 
Lord. Diſtracted at the Miſchiefs that are done, 
She's fled ; but whither is to all unknown. 


Pat. Quickly let after her be made Purſuit ; 
T'll ranſack all the World to find her out. 


Propitious Heav n to her will ſure be kind. 
Enter Lord. 
2 Lord. My Lord, we in our Votes have all combin'd 
To make you King; the Camp with ſhouts and cries 
Of Joy, ſend their loud Wiſhes to the Skies. 


[Shout within, Long live Patroclus King of _ | 


Pat. Go bid 'em their unwelcome Noiſe forbear : 

Turn all their Shouts to o Sighs of Sorrow here. | 
[ Turns to the Bodies. 

Tware gone; and with 'em all I wiſh'd to keep. 

Now I could almoſt turn a Boy, and weep. . 

My Friend! my Miſtreſs ! and my Father loſt! 

Never were growing Hopes more ſadly croſt. 

Now Fortune has her utmoſt Malice ſhown : 

She'd court me with the Flatt'ry of a Crown: 

A thing ſo far beneath thoſe Joys I miſs, 

"Tis but the Shadow of a Happineſs. 

For how uneaſily on Thrones they ſit, 


That muſt like me, be wretched to be great. 
I 


[ E xcunt omnes- 
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EPILOGUE. 


| Spoken by Mrs. Mary Lee. 


oM ſays Poets don t in Blood 3 ? 


Are Bully- Rocks not of the common Size ; 


Kill ye Men fafter than Domitian Flies. 


Ours made ſuch Hawock, that the filly Rogue - 
Was ford to make me riſe for th Epilogue. 
The Fop damn'd me, but &er to Hell I 20, 


d very fain be ſatisf5'd, if you + 
Think it not juſt that he were ſere/d ſo too. 


Ae he hath yours, do you bis Hopes beguile: 


You we been in Purgatory all this while. 

Then damn him down to Hell, and never fare; ; 
Perhaps hell find more fawour there than here: 
Nay, of the tauo may chooſe the much leſs Ewil ; 

if you're but good when 2 een ſo's the Don 


| 'Tis true, the Varlets care not much to fight ; 
But faith, they claw it off, whenter they write; 
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on, THE 


Unhappy Marriage. 


- A 


TRAGEDY. 


Qui pelago credit, magno ſe ſœnore tollit ; 
Qui Pugnas & Caſtra petit, pracingitur Auro; 
Vilis Adulator picto jacet ebrius Oftro 

Et qui ſollicitat Nuptas, ad præmia peccat : 

Sola pruinoſis horret Facundia pennis, 

Atque inopi lingua deſertas invocat Artes. Pet. Arb. 
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Man, 


ER waving a great while wiſhed to write 
ON, KC n at might be worthy to lay at 

Four Highneſs's Feet, and finding it impoſ- 
able: Since the World has been ſo kind to 
me to judge of this Poem to my Advantage, 
as the moſt pardonable Fault which I have made in its 
kind ; I had finned againſt my ſelf, if I had not choſen 
this Opportunity to implore (what my Ambition is moſt 
fond of) Your Favour and Protection. 

For though Fortune would not fo far bleſs my Endea- 
vours, as to encourage them with Your Royal Highnelſs's 


Preſence, when this came into the World; Yet I cannot - 


but declare it was my Deſign and Hopes, it might have 
been Your Divertiſement in that happy Seaſon, when 
You returned again to chear all thoſe Eyes that had be- 
fore wept for Your Departure, and enliven all Hearts that 
had drooped for your Abſence: When Wit ought to have 
Paid its chdiceft Tributes in, and Joy have known no 
Limits, then I hoped my little Mite would not have been 
rejected; though my ill Fortune was too hard for me, 
and I loſt a greater Honour, by Your Royal Highneſs's 
Abſence, than all the Applauſes of the World beſides can 
make me Reparation for. eh: . 
Nevertheleſs, I thought my ſelf not quite unhappy, fo 
long as I had Hopes this way yet to recompenſe my Diſ- 
appointment paſt; when I conſidered alſo, that Poetry 
might claim Right to a little Share in Your Favour : For 
Taſſo and Arioſto, ſome of the beſt, have made their 
Names eternal, by tranſmitting to After-Ages the Glory 
of Your Anceſtors; and under the ſpreading of that Shade, 
where two of the beſt have planted their Laurels, how 
honoured ſhould T be, who am the worſt, if but a Branch 
might grow for me! 
5 I dare 


* 
0 . 5 7 a g 4 2 5 "4 


that might look like 3 for Fear leſt, when! 


themmſelves, and then judge, how it ought to be praiſed, 
Tour Love too, as none but that great Hero, who. has 
it, could deſerve it, and therefore, by a particular Lot 
from Heaven, was deſtined to fo extraordinary a Bleſſing, 
fo matchleſs for itſelf, and fo wondrous for its Conſtancy, 
ſhall 'be remembered to Your immortal Honour, when 
all other Tranſactions, of the Age You live in, ſhall be 
r EL L 
But I forget, that T am to ask Pardon for the Fault 1 
have been all this while committing. Wherefore, I beg 
Your Highneſs to forgive me this Preſumption, and that 
You will be pleaſed to think well of one, who cannot 
help refolving, with all the Actions of Life, to endeavour. 
to delerve it: Nay more, T would beg, and hope it may 


be granted, that 1 may, through Vours, never want an 


Advocate in His Favour, 'whoſe Heart and Mind You 
have ſo entire a Share in: It is my only Portion and my 
Fortune; I cannot but be happy, ſo long as I have but 
Hopes I may enjoy it; and I mult be miſerable, ſhould it 

ever be my ill Fate to loſe it. „ 


This, with eternal W ſhes for Your Royal Highneſs's 


Content, Happineſs, and Proſperity, in all Humility, is 


. ' * . * 4 8 . St 


preſented by 
wur Moſt Obedient and Devoted Servant, = 
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With all thoſe humble Thoughts, which ſtill have ſway d 
His Pride, much doubtiag, trembling, and afraid 


Of what is to his Want of Merit due, 
And aw'd by ev'ry Excellence in you, 
The Author ſends to beg you will be: kind,” 


And ſpare thoſe many Faults you needs muſt find. ; 


Youu to whom Wit a common Foe is grown, 
The Thing ye ſcorn and publickly diſown ; 
Though now perhaps y're here for other Ends, 
He ſwears to me, ye ought to be his Friends: 
For he ne er call'd ye yet inſipid Tools; 

Nor wrote one Line to tell ye you were Fools: | 
But ſays of Wit ye have ſo large a Store, 

So very much, you never will have more. 

He ne er with Libel treated yet the wn, 


7 


A. 


The Names of honeſt Men bedawb'd and ſhewn. 


Nay, never once lampoon d the harmleſs Life 
Of Suburb Virgin, or of City Wife. 
17 th Effect of Poetry's Diſeaſe; 

ich, ſick of a lewd Age, ſhe vents for Eaſe, 
But now her only Strife ſhould be to pleaſe; 
Since of ill Fate the baneful Clond's with 
And Happineſs again begins to dawn; 


drawn, 


Since back with Foy. nnd Triumph he is come, 


| That always drew Fears hence, ne er brought em home. 


Oft has he plow'd the boiſfrous Ocean o'er 
Yet ne er more welcome to the longing Shore, 
Not when he brought home Viftories before. 
Foy then freſh was RY on his Brom; 
And he comes crown 


Embrace the Bleſſings which he recommends : 
Such Quiet as your Foes ſhall ne er deſtr 


Then ſhake off Fears, and clap your Hands for Toy. 


# 


with Olive-Branches now : 
Receive him! Oh receive him as hls Friends; 
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"SS - Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 


Aan. a Nobleman retired from the 


Court, and living privately in che Tun. Gillow. 
Country. | | 


Caſin lio, . | | Mr. Betterton. 
TP. lydore, : Os. . Mr. V illiami. 


Chamont, a young Soldier of Fortune. lr. Smith. 


Pallas, J Servants in the Family. Ju. OM | 

| Cordelio, Polydere's Page: © ilittleGirl, 

Chaplin | © MecProgieil. 
13 WOMEN. 

Monimia, the Orphan left under N Mrs. Barry 
Guardianſhip of old Acaſto. 

Serina, Acaſto's Pinan: | Mrs. . 


Florella, Monimia s Woman. Mrs. Osborn. 


ACTI SCENE U. 


Enter baue and 4 — 


| 'P 4d Of L T N o. 
= "5 IS ſtrange, Erneſto, this Severity 

73 J Should ftill reign pow'rful in Acafto's Mind, 

Af To hate the Court,” where he was bred, and 
5 „ „ 

All Honours heap'd on him that Pow'r could give. 
Ern. Tis true, he hither came a private Gentleman, 
But young and brave, and of a Family 
Ancient and Noble, as the Empire holds. 

The Honours he has gain'd are juſtly his: 
He has purchas'd them in War; thrice has he led 
An Army gainſt the Rebels, and as often 
Return d with Victory: The World has not 
Atruer Soldier, or a better Subject. 

Paul, It was his Virtue at firſt made me ſerve him 
He is the beſt of Maſters, as of Friends: 
I know lie has lately been invited thither 3 
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10 N 1 0 * AN. 1 
Yer an be keeps bis fubborn Pepe, evics, 
He's, old. 1 a willingly would be at et; FO 
doubt there's deep Reſentment in his Mind, 
For the late Slight his Honour ſuffer d there. 8 
Ern. Has he not Reaſon? When for what be had . 
Long, hard, and faithful Toil, he might have claim'd 
Places in Honour, and Employment high; 
A huffing, ſhining, flatt'ring, cringing Coward, 
A CankerwornPot Peact; Was rait d boye im. 
Haul. Vet ſtill he holds juſt Value for the King, 
Nor never names him but with higheſt Reverence. 
Tis noble that 
Frxn. Oh! I have heard him wanton in his Praiſe, 
Speak Things of him might charm the Ears of Envy. 
Paul. Oh may he live till Naturets ſelf grow old, 
And from her Womb no more can bleſs the Earth! | 
For when he dies, farewel all, Honour, Bounty, 
All generous Encouragement of Arts; 
For Charity herſelf becomes a Widow. 
Wy Ern. No, he has two Sons, that were. ordain'd to be 
As well his Virtues, as his Fortune's Heirs. © © „ 
Faul. They're both of Nature mild, and full of Sweefneſs; 
They came Twins from the Womb, and ſtill they 
As it they would go Twins too to the Grave: 
Neither has any thing he calls his own, — _. 
But of each other's Joys as Griefs partaking;., 
So very honeſtly, ſo well they love, 
As they were only for each other born. 
Ern. Never was Parent in an Offspring bier © 
He has a 2 too, whoſe blooming Age 
Promiſes Goodneſs equal to her Beauty. . 7 
Paul. And as there is a Friendſhip * twirt the Brethren, 
So has her Iufant Nature choſen too . 
A faithful Partner of her Thoughts and Wiſhes, _ 
And kind Companion of hege 0 Pleaſures, . 


* . 
1 


He was our Lord's Companion in the Wars; 


Where ſuch a wondrous Friendſhip grew between! em, 


As only Death could end: Chamont's Eſtate 
Was ruin'd in our late and Civil Diſcord?s? 
Therefore, unable to advance her Fortune, 
He left his Daughter to our Maſter's Care; 
To ſuch a Care, as ſte ſcarce loſt a Father. 
Ern. Her Brother to the Emperor's Wars went early, 
To ſeek a Fortune, or a noble Fate; 
Whence he with Honour is expected back, 
And mighty Marks of that Great Prince's Favour. 
Paul. Our Maſter never would permit his Sons 
To launch for Fortune in th'uncertain World ; 
But warns *em to avoid both Courts and Camps, 
Where dilatory Fortune plays the Jilt | | 
With the brave, noble, honeſt, gallant Man, 
To throw herſelf away on Fools and Knaves. 


Thi OxynAn, ti 
Ern. You mean the beauteous Orphan, Fair Monimia- 
Paul. The ſame, the Daughter of the brave Chamons, L 


Ern. They have both forward, gen'rous, active Spirits: 


'Tis daily their Petition to their Father, 

To ſend them forth where Glory's to be gotten; 
They cry they're weary of their lazy Home, 

| Reſtleſs to do ſome thing that Fame may talk of. 
To- day they chas'd the Boar, and near this Time 
Should be return'd. | | 

Paul. Oh that's a Royal Sport! 

We yet may ſee the old Man in a Morning, 
Luſty as Health; come ruddy to the F ws 

And there purſue the Chaſe, as if he mean 

To o ertake Time, and bring back EONS * 


Enter Ciſtalio, Polydots, and Page. 
Caft. Polydore ! our Sport RE 
* . to-day much better for the Danger; 


A 6 = _ When. 


(Exernt, = 


1 The 0 RPM AN. 

When on-the Brink the foucing Boar I met, 1 

And in his Side thought to have lodg'd my ——— PR 

The deſp'rate. Savage ruſl'd within my Force, 

And bore me headlong with him dome. Ke Rocks 

Pol. But then . 

Caſt. Ay then, my Brother, my Friend — 
Like Perſeus mounted on his winged Steed, 
Came on, and down the dang'rous Precipice leapt 
To fave Caſtalio. Tas a God- like Act 

Pol. But when I came, I found you Conqueror. 

O\ my Heart danc'd to ſee your Danger paſt ! 

The Heat and Fury of the Chaſe was cold, 

And I had nothing in my Mind but Joy. - + 

Caſt. So, Polydore, methinks we might in War 

Ruſh on together; thou thould'ſt be my Guard, 

And I be thine; what is't could hurt us then? 

Now half the Youth of Europe are in Arms. 
How fulſome muſt it be to ſtay behind, 
And die of rank Diſeaſes here at Home? - 

Pol. No, let me purchaſe in my Youth Renown, . 
Io make me lov'd and valu'd when I'm old? 
C * I would be buſy in the World, and learn, 
Not like a coarſe and uſeleſs Dunghil Weed, 
Fix d to one Spot, and rot juſt as I grow. 
o Caft. Our Father | 
S Has ta'en himſelf a Syrfeit of the World, 
And cries it is nor ſafe that we ſhould take it; 
'T own I have Duty very pow'rful-in me; 
And tho? I'd hazard all to raiſe my Name, 
Yet he's ſo tender, and ſo good a Father, 
I could not do a thing to croſs his Will. | 
Pol. Caſtalio, J have Doubts within my Heart, 

Which you, and only you, can fatisfy : | 
Will you be free and candid to your Friend? 

'. Caſt. Have Ia Thought my n ſhould not know? 

What can this mean? Pol. 


Op 
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3 Fol. Nay, Tu. Sn inte na RIS 
"by all the ſtricteſt Bonds of faithful Rind 
To ſhew your Heart as naked in this Point, * a 


As you would purge you of your n. Heav'n. 
Caſt. I Will. 


Pol. And ſhould I chance to e it mandy bear i it : 


Vith all the Suff rance of a tender Friend. 
Gaſt. As calmly as the wounded Patient bears 
The Artiſt's Hand that miniſters his Cure. 


Pol. That's kindly ſaid. Tou know our Father's Ward, | 


The fair Monimia; Is your Heart at Peace? 
Is it ſo guarded, that you could not love ber? 
Caſt. Suppalſe 1 ſhould? 
Pol. Suppoſe you ſhould not, Brother? 
Caſt. Yeuld-lep Lead won GOTTA f A 
Pol. That would ſound too roughl7 
Twixt Friends and Brothers, as we two are. 
Caſt. Is Love a Fault? | 
Pol. In one of us it may be: 
What it 1 love her? $64.5 286 1 
Caſt. Then I muſt. inform youͥu 
I lov'd her firſt, and cannot quit the Chim, belt... 
But will preſerve the My af ae e 
Pol. You will? 
Caſt. I will. 5 
Pol. No more, I've done. 
Caſt. Why not? 
Fol. I told you I had done; 
But you, Caſtalio, would ae it. 
_ Caf. No; 67 
Not with my Polydore; chovgh I mob own 


My Nature obſtinate and void of Suff rance. * 
Love reigns a very Tyrant in my Heart, 

Attended on his Throne by all his Guards 

Of furious Wiſhes, Fears, and nice Suſpieions, 8 
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I could not bear a Rival in my Friendſhip," | A 
J am fo much in Love, and fond of thee. 
Pol. Yet you will break 111 Fricndthip! 
Caſt. Not for « A) 
Pol. But for a Toy you would, A a Worn $ ts Toy: 
Uajuſt Caſtalio? * | 
Caſt. Pr'ythee; 05 5 bar Bae. 2/17 
Pol. Amn SO LETS 
Caſt. Yes. r 222 7 
Pol. And you would kill me, > 
If Tm your Rival. wee 
Caſt. No, nos much Friends, | 
So much one Man, that our Affections tos 
_ Muſt be united, aud che fame 3 as we are. 
Pol. I dote upon Menimis. Fenn e 
Caf, Love ber ui. 
Win, and enjoy ter. RE e 
Pol. Both of us n 
Caſt. No Matter - 4 K 
Whoſe Chance it prove; but Err ust e fort. 
Pol. You would not wed Monimia, mans your. 
Caſt, Wed her! © 
No! were the all Defire- could wiſh, As tale” 
As would the vaineſt of her Sex be hen: 
With Wealth beyond what Woman's Pride could waſte, 
She ſhould not cheat me of my Freedom. Marry! 
When Jam old and weary of the Word, 4 | 
I may grow deſperate, + 
And take a Wife to — 
Pol. It is an elder Brother's Duty » 
To propagate his Family and Name: | 
You would not have yours die and — with you ? 
Cat. Mere Vanity, and filly Dotage all: 5 
No, let me live at large, and when I die 
Pol. Wha ſhall poſſes th'Eſtate you leave? _ 
205 1 Caſt. 
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The, QRR GAN 
Caf. My Friend, 
If he ſurvives me; if not. nay King, | 
Who may be ſtowy t again on ſame brave . 
Whoſe Honeſty and Services dee nnen 
Pol. TFis kindly offer d. G 07 
Caſt. By yon Heav'n, I ED I 


: 
1＋ 5 1289 { i FA 
#32 #4 5 


My Polydere beyond all vrorldly Joys, 4 11 
And would not ſnoc k his Quiet, to be bleſt | E 7 
With greater Happineſs than Man cer taſted. 
Pol. And by that Heav'n eternally I yea, 
To keep the kind Caſtalio in my ne. 5 ee 
Whoſe ſhall Monimia be? 114 6 


Caſt. No matter wWhoſſe. - 
Pol. Were you not with ho bee laſt Night: 
Caſt. J was, and ſhould: have met her — 

But th Opportunity ſhall now- be thine; 12 
My ſelf will. bring thee to the Scene of — zan tf 

But haye a Care, by Friendſſip I conjure! thee, a) 
That; no falſe, Play be offer d to thy Brother 
Urge all thy Pewirs to make thy Faſſion proſper. 

But Wrong not mine. We: ts tend 5 Ew 
Pol. Heay'mblaſhmecif Ido. We 
Caſt. If t ptoue thy Fortune, Polydore, $9 conquer, 
(For thou haſt all the Arts ot ine · Per ſuaſion l vod 
Truſt me, and. let me know thy Love's Succeſs, vr oh 
That I may ever after ſtifle, mine. 7 me? 
Pol. Though-ſhe-be dearer - to my Soul, than Reſt.. 
To weryRilgrims,. or to Miſers Gold., nin n 
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To great. Men Pow, or Wealthy eee 9 7 T 
Rather than wrong Caſinlie, I'd forget her, 1007 28 UT 
For it ye Powers have Happiaeſs inn Sr... 1 
When ye would, hover don Joys on Polyderes - zo . 
In one great Bleſſing all yeur Bounty fend, Vi roi if F 
That I may: never loſe ſo deat: a Friend- tome? 
F | L Caſt. Pol. [oo . 
| Enter 
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Sometimes, at leaſt, have they not talk d of me? 
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Mon. So ſoon return'd from Hunting: This fiir by 
Seems as if ſent to invite the World —— 
Paſs d not Caftalio and Folydore ave _ 

Page. Madam, juſt now.. 

Mon. Sure my ill Fate's upon me. 
viſtruſt and Heavineſs fit round my Heart, 
And Apprehenſion ſhocks my tim'rous Soul. 
Why was not I laid in my peaceful Grave 
With my poor Parents? and at Reſt as they are? 


r of that, I'm wand'ring into _— e 


Caſtalio! O Caftalio! thou haſt caught 

My fooliſn Heart; and like à tender Child; 

That truſts his Play-thing to another Hand, . 

I fear its Harm, and fain would have it back.” 

Come near, Cordelio. I muſt chide you, Sir. 
Page. Why, Madam, have I done you any Wrong? 
Mon. I never ſee you now; you have Wen * 

Sat by my Bed, and ſung me pretty Songs: 8 

Perhaps I've been ungrateful: here's Money for you: 

Will you oblige me? Shall I ſee you oftner? TIRE 
. Madam, I'd ſerve you with my Soul; * 

But in a Morning when you call me to you, 

As by your Bed I ſtand and tell you stories. 


I am aſham'd to ſee your ſwelling Breaſts, 


It makes me bluſh, they are ſo very White 
Mon. Oh Men for Flatt'ry and Deceit — 


Thus when y'are young ye learn it all like him, 


Till as your Years encreaſe, that ſtrengthens too, 


T'undo poor Maids,” and make our Ruin eaſy, 
Tell me, Cordelio, for thou oft haſt heard ' 
Their friendly Converſe, and their Boſom Secrets ; 


Page, 


The ORPHAN. 

Page. Oh Madam! very wickedly they have ta}k'd! 

But Vm afraid to name it; for, they fay, 
Boys. muſt be whipt that tell their Maſters Secrets, 

Mon. Fear not, Cordelio! It ſhall ne'er be known; 
For I'll preſerve the Secret as 'twere mine. = 
Polydore cannot be ſo kind as I. 

Vil furniſh thee for all thy harmleſs Sports 
With pretty Toys, and thou ſhalt be my Page. 
Page. And truly, Madam, I had rather be o. 
Methinks you love me better than my Lord, 
For he was never half ſo kind as you are, 
What muſt I do? 

Mon. Inform me how thou'ſt heard 
Caſtalio, and his Brother, uſe my Name. 

Page. With all the Tenderneſs of Love, 

You were the Subject of their laſt Diſcourſe. 

At firſt I thought it would have fatal provid; _ 
- But as the one grew hot, the other cool, 15 

And yielded to the Frailty of bis Friend; f 

At laſt, after much ſtruggling, tw¾as 000 

Mon. What, good Cordelio ? | 

Page. Not to quarrel for you, _- 

Mon. I would not have em, by my deareſt Hops 
I would not be the Argument of Strife. 

But ſurely my Caſtalio won't forſake me, 
And make a Mock'ry of my eaſy Love. 
Went they together ? 
Page. Yes, to ſeek you, Madam. 
Caſtalio promis'd Polydore to bring him 
Where he alone might meet you, 0 
And fairly try the Fortune of his Wiſhes. | 
Mon. Am I then grown ſo cheap, juſt to be made 
A common Stake, a Prize for Love in Jeſt? _ 
Was not Caſtalio very loth to yield it; | 
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ö un wat 
| Or wait Fohybreð umruly Puffenn 
! That heigbten'd the Debate? ho r 
| Page "The Fault was Tolydbres:. n 8 ; 
„ Caſtalio pla yd with Love, and Maite n deryd 
T The Pleaſure, not the pangs of his Deſire. | 
T He faid no Woman's Smiles ſhou'd buy me COT: 
' And Marriage is 2 mortifying Thing. *; 
| Mohn. Then T am ruin'd, if Caſtalio's falſe: - 1 
Where is there Faith and Honour to be found? 
Ye Gods, that guard the Innocent, and guide 
The Weak, protett, and take me to your Cire. 
Oh but L love him! There's the Rock will wieck me! 
Why was I made with all my Sex's Softneſs, 
5 Yet vrant the Cunning to conceal its Follies? 
I'll fee Caſtalio, tax him with his Falſhoods, 
Be a true Woman, rail, proteſt my Wrongs 
e Ferry 3 _ young net ER 7: 


"4 


A a. oo oe” ant. =o ar en 
I 4 * * 
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He comes, . comes; lie ſtill, aer lan. 
| And learn to bear thy Injuries with Scorn. 

f Caſt. Madam, my Brother begs he may hays Leave 
Io tall you ſomething that concerns you nearly; 

I leave you, as becomes me, neee M 
Mon. My Dee eee ade ie 
Caſt. Madam ! Aa N * * £0 2 
Mon. Have you purposd dl 

To abuſe me palpably? What means this cee: 8 

Why am I left with Polydore alone ? 

Caft. He beſt can tell you. Buſineſs of Importance 

Calls me away; I muſt attend * e 
Mon. Will you then leave me un Gu 
Caſt. But for a Moment. 

Mon. It has been ef z The Time to been, 


When Buſineſs might have ſtay'd, and I been heard. 
i _ Caſt, 


— — 


. —4 


Caſt. I could ane hob i. but this time 
Matters of ſuch odd be N Preſs me, 2255 k 
That I muſt go Exit. 
Mon. Then go, and, if't be -pollibles for ever - 
Well, my Lord:Polydore,” I gueſs your Buſineſs,” 71 {7 
And read thiill-natur'd Parpoſe in your Eyes. 

Pol. It todeſire you more than Miſers Wealthy EE 
Or dying Men an Hour of added Life ; | 
If ſofteſt Wiſhes, and a Heart more true, I N 
Than ever ſuffer d yet for Love diſdai md. 
Speak an ill Nature, you accuſe me juſtl p: . 5 

Mon. Talk not of Love, my Lord, I muſt 5 Ae 4 

Pol, Who: can behold ſuch Beauty, and be ſilem! 

Deſire firſt taught us Words: Man, when created. 

At firſt alone long wander d up and down, en A 
Forlorn, and ſilent as his Vaſſtl-Beaſts; az 
But when a Hear n⸗born Maid, 8 4 SITS! 
Strange Pleaſures filld his Eyes, eee ene 
Unloos'd his Tongue, and his firſt Talk was Love. | 

Mon. The frltovearod Pair; indeed, were bie: I. 
They were the only Objects of 
Therefore he {corttred her; und her alone 
But in this Peopled World of Beauty, were 
There's roving Room; where you may court, and ruin 
A thouſand more, why need you talk to me? 

Pol. Oh! I could talk to thee fot ever: Thus man 
Eternally admiring, fix and gaie 0 | 
On thoſe dear Eyes, for eviry Glance ey and A 
Darts through my Soul, and almoſt gives — 

Mon. How can you labour thus for my nnen b 

I muſt confeſs, indeed, 1 owe” you more 6-5 0G RET] 
Than ever I can hope to think to pay. BR + I 
There always was a Friendſhip *twixt-our rale f 

And therefore when my tender Phrents'dy'd, © adi 
Whoſe ruin'd Fortunes'too expir'd with them, 
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20 We 
. Your Father's Pity and his Bounty took me, bend. 
A poor and. helpleſs Orphan, to his Care. 
© Pol. Twas Heav'n ordain'd it ſo, to make me happy. 
Hence with this pecviſn Virtue, tis a — 
And thoſe who taught it firſt, were 7 
Come, theſe ſoft tender Limbs were Me 1. Yielding 
Mon. Here on my Knees by Heav 'n's bleſt Pow'r I ſwear, 
[ [Kineeks. 
If you perſiſt, [ neer henceforth well ſee you, 
But rather wander through the World a Beggar, 
And live on ſordid Scraps at proud Mens Doors: 
For though to Fortune loſt, I'll till inherit 
My Mother's Virtues, and my Father's Honour. 
Pol. Intolerable Vanity ! your S 
Was never in the Right; y'are always falſe, 
Or ſilly; een your Dreſſes are not more 
Fantaſtick than your Appetites: you think 
Of nothing twice: Opinion you have none. 
To day y are nice, to morrow not ſo fre: 
No ſmile, then frown ; now ſorrowfui, then glad; 
Now pleas'd, now not; and all you know not why! 
Virtue you affect, Inconſtancy's your Practice; 
And when your looſe Deſires once get Dominion, 
No hungry Churl feeds coarſer at a "_ 
R N 
I own my Sex's relies; I have em all, 
And to avoid its Fault, muſt fly from you. 
Therefore believe me, could you raiſe me high 
As moſt fantaſtick Woman's Wiſh could reach, 


And lay all Nature's Riches at my Feet; 


I'd rather run a Salvage in the Woods 5 4 
Amongſt brute Beaſts, grow wrinkled and deform d, 
As Wildneſs and moſt rude Neglect could make me, 


5 


- Thr OA HAN. " "os 


Sol might ſill enjoy my Honour ſafe | 
From the deſtroy ing Wiles of faithleſs Men. N 
Fol. Who'd be that ſordid fooliſh thing calld Man, 
To cringe thus, fawn, and flatter for a Pleaſure, ' 
Which Beaſts enjoy ſo very much above him? 
The luſty Bull ranges through all the Field, 
And from the Herd ſingling his Female out, 
Enjoys her, and abandons her at Will. 
It ſhall be fo, I'll yet poſſeſs my Love, 
Wait on, and watch her looſe unguarded Hours; 
Then when her roving Thoughts have been abroad, 
And brought in wanton Wiſhes to her +. 
| Pth'very Minute when her Virtue nods, | 
| Tl ruſh upon her in a Storm of Love, 
Beat down her Guard of Honour all before me, 
Surfeit on Joys, till e en Deſire grow ring 5 
Then by long Abſence Liberty regain, n, 
And quite I, the Fieafure and 1 he Pain. 1 9 1 
A l Pol. and Page: 
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ACT u. se EN 1 Nh 


Enter Acaſto, .Caltalio; Polydore, 1 


Acaſt. LO. day has been a day of glorious Sport. 
When you, Caftatio, and your Brother left me, 

Pert n the Thickets ruſh'd another Boar, 

So large, he ſeem' d the Tyrant of the Woods, 46 

With all his dreadful Briſtles rais d up high, ak 3 

They ſeem d a Grove of Spears upon his Back ; 

Foaming he came at me, where I was . 

Beſt to obſerve which Was he d. lead the Chaſe, 

13 his huge lung Tusks, and gaping de, 


As. if; he. alr y.had me for his Prey; 
Tin brandifh yr my well-pois d Javelin high, 


With this bold executing Arm, I ſtruck 
The ugly brindled Monſter to the Heart. 
Caſt. The Actions of your Life were always wondrous. 
Acaſt. No Flattery, Boy! an honeſt Man can't live by't: 
1 is a little ſneaking Art, which Knaves 
Uſe to cajole and ſoften: Fools warde 5 
If thou haſt Flattery * 500 withye, 
Or ſend it to a Courts thi gw 
Pol. Why there? 2k a 
Acaſt. Tis, next to Mont current 2 ; 
To be ſeen daily in as many Forms | 
As there are Sorts of Vanities, and Men: 


—_ 


*** n — = — 
* 


9 


The ſuperſtitious Stateſnaan has his Sneer | 
Irigy a poor Man off with, that can't bnibe him; 

The grave dull Fellow of {ſmall Buſineſs ſooths | 
The Humouriſt, and will needs admire his Wit: 


Whe 


The ORPHAN. 23 
Who without Spleen could ſee a hot- brain d Atheiſt 
Thanking a ſutly Doctor for his Sermon; 

Or a grave Counſellor meet a ſmooth young Lord, p 
Squeeze him by the Hand, and praiſe his Kenny Putt ? 


Pol. Courts are the Places where beſt Manners flouriſh 3 


Where the Deſerving ought to riſe, and Fools 

Make Show. Why ſhould I vex and chafe my pier 

To ſee a gaudy Coxcomb ſhine, when!!! 

Have ſeen enough to ſooth him in his Follies, . | 

And ride him to Advantage as I pleaſe? ——— -:- | 
Acaſt. Who merit, ought indeed to riſe ie Worlds. 

But no wiſe Man that's honeſt, ſhould expect...” 

What Man of Senſe would rack his generous Mind, 

To practiſe all the baſe Formalities 1 3 

And Forms of Buſineſs, force a grave ſtarch d Pace, 

When he's a very Libertine in's Heart? 

Seem not to know this or that Man in publick, 

When privately perhaps they meet together, 

And lay the Scene of ſome brave nen nen 

Such things are done =—" ET 
Caf. Your Lordſhip's Wrongs leave ben 

So great, that you with Juſtice may complain; 

But ſuffer us, whoſe younger Minds ne'er felt 

Fortune's Deceits, to court her as ſhe's fair. | yi en 

Were ſhe a common Miſtreſs, kind to all, Tri id > Ys 

Her Worth would ceaſe, and half the World grow idle. | 
Acaſt. Go to, y are Fools, and know me not; I've learnt 

Long ſince to bear Revenge, or ſcorn'my T_ * 

According to the Value of the Doer. LW 

You both would fain be Great, and to that bad 

Deſire to do things worthy your Ambition. 37 „es of * 

Go to the Camp, Frefermem's nobleſt Mart, ye nol 

Where Honour ought to have the faireſt Pla 6 

Corruption, Envy, Diſcontent; and Factio 

Almoſt i in ev'ry Band: How many Mem 
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24 The Onynan. 
Have ſpent their Blood in their dear Country's Service, 
Yet now pine under Want, while ſelfiſn Slaves, 


That ev'n would cut their ene whom now they 


| fawn on, EE» 
Like deadly Locuſts, eat the eden up. 
Which thoſe induſtrious Bees fo hardly toil'd for? 


Caſt. Theſe Precepts ſuit not with my active Mind; | 


Methinks I would be buſy. 
$0 -woult $2, nc ef a 

Not loiter out my Life at Hows, and know 

No farther than one Proſpe& gives me Leave. 
Acaſt. Buſy your Minds then, ſtudy Arts and Men: 


Learn how to value Merit though in Rags, 


And fcorn a proud ill-manner'd Knave in Office. 


Enter Serina, Monimia and Maid. 
Ser. My Lord, my Father! 
Acaſt. Bleſſings on my Child, 
My little Cherub, what haſt thou to ask me? | 
Ser. I bring you, Sir, moſt glad and welcome News: 


The young Chamont, whom. you've ſo often 1 for, 


Is juſt arriv'd and cat'ring. 

Acaſt. By my Soul, 
And all my Honouas, he's moſt dearly welcome; 
Let me receive him like his Father's Friend. 


| Eurer Chamont. 
ee thou Reli& of the beſt-lov'd Man, 
Welcome from all the Turmoils, and the Hazards 


Of certain Danger, and uncertain Fortune; 
Welceme, as happy Tidings after Fears. 


Cham, Words would but wrong theGratitude1 owe you. 


Should I begin to ſpeak, my Souls fo full, 
E N 
Mew. My Brother! 9 00 


3 


>> ce od <a? ata 


u. 


Another Siſter! ſure it muſt be ſo : 
| Courtſhip, I ſee, has been your Practice too, 


And by chat Patent I have Leave to love her. 


—— 


The Ox HA N. X 
Cham. Oh my Siſter | let methold D 
Long in my Arms. I've not beheld thy e 4 Ns 8 
Theſe many Days; by Night Le often ſeen thee |. 
In gentle Dreams, and fatisfy'd my Soul ta 
With fancy'd Joys, till Morelia Gaenatrakd me. 


Tho', I remember well, I had * ages £4 

But I feel ſomething in my Heart that n 

And tells me ſne has Claim and Int 'reſt there. 1 
Acaſt. Voung Soldier, you've not only aye War, 


And may not prove unwelcome! to my Pruglier, A 
Cham. Is ſhe your Daughter? then my Heart told true! 
And I'm at leaſt her Brother by Adoption: 


For you have made your ſelf to me a Father, 


Ser. Moni mia, thou haſt told me Men are falſe, 
Will flatter, feign, and make an Art of Love: 
Is Chamont ſo? No, ſure he's more than Man-. 
Something that's near Divine, and Truth dwells i in him. 
Acaſt. Thus happy, who would envy pompous Pow'r, 
The Luxury of Courts, or Wealth of Cities 
Let there be Joy through all the Houſe this Day! 
In ev'ry Room let Plenty flow at large, 
It is the Birth-day of my Royal Maſter. 
You have not viſited the Court, Ae 
Since your Return? 
Cham. L have no Buſineſs there; 
I have not flaviſh Temperance enough | 
Tattend a Fay'rite's Heels, and watch his Smiles; 
Bear an ill Office done me to my Face, 
And thank the Lord that wrong d me, for his N 
Acaſt. This you could do. «+ ¹ his Sons. 
Caſt; I'd ſerve my Prince. 


5 | e 5 deat, 


2650 The Oneara Ne. 
Acaſt. W Who'd- ſerve him $ __ ny nar {ny 20 f 
Caſt. I would. , „* 
Pol. And I; both would. n 
Acaſt. Away, an en 22 M4 1 

Nr "1 
Serve him! he merits more than Man . 
He is ſo good, Praiſe cannot ſpeak his Worth: 
So merciful, ſure:he-ne'er ſlept in Wrath; 
So juſt, that were he but a private Man, 155 
He could not do a Wrong. How would you ſerve him?, 

Caft. I'd ſerve him with my Fortune here at Nome, 
And ſerve him with my Perſon in his Wars 
Watch for him, fight for him; bleed for him. 

Pol. Die for him, 

As evry true · born loyal Subject ou; ; ; 
Acaſt. Let me embrace you both. Now! by the Souls - 
Of my brave Anceſtors, I'm truly happy; | 

For this be ever bleſt my Marriage-day, iT 
| Bleſt be your Mother's Memory that bore you, 
And doubly bleſt be that auſpicious Hour | 
That gave ye Birth. Yes, my aſpiring Boys, 5 
Ye ſhall have Buſineſs; when your Maſter wants you, 
You cannot ſerve a nobler: I have ferv'd him; 
In this old Body yet the Marks remain 
Of many Wounds. I've with this Tongue proclim d 
His Right, ev'n in'the Face of rank Rebellion; 
And when a oul- mouth d Traytor once profand _ ; 
His. ſacred Name, with my good Sabre drawn, 5 
Ev'n at the Head of all his giddy Rout, N 

J ruſh'd, and clove the Rebel to the _ 
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| | Enter Servant. . 

Ser. „ My Lord, th expected Gueſts are ſt arriv *) 
w_ Go you, and give em e and Reception. 
| | Cham. 


r — — 


The ORY HAN. 27 
Cham. My Lord, I ſtand in need of your Aſſiſtance 
In ſomething that concerns my Peace and Honour. 
Acaſt. Spoke like the Son of that brave Man 1 con di 
So freely, friendly we convers d together. 
Whate'er it be, with Confidence impart it, 
Thou ſhalt command my Fortune and my Sword. 
Cham. I dare not doubt your Friendſhip nor 1 
Your Bounty ſhewn to what I hold moſt dear, 
My Orphan Siſter, muſt not be forgotten! 
Acaſt. Pr'ythee, no more of that; it grates my Nature, 
Cham. When our dear Parents dy'd, they dyd together 
One Fate ſurpriz'd *em, and one Grave receiv d em: 
My Father with his dying Breath bequeath'd 
Her to my Love: My Mother, as ſhe lay 
Languifhing by him, call'd me to her Side, 
Took me in her fainting Arms, wept and embrac'd me; 
Then preſs'd me cloſe, and as ſhe obferv'd my Tears, 
Kiſt them away: Said ſhe, Chamont, my Son, 
By this and all the Love I ever ſhew'd thee, 
Be careful of Monimia; watch her Youth ; 
Let not her Wants betray her to Diſhonou: 
Perhaps kind Heav'n may raiſe ſome Friend. Then ſigh'd, 
Kiſt me again ; fo bleft us, and expir'd. 
Pardon-my Grief, 
Acaſt. Tr ſpeaks an honeſt Nature. 
Cham. The Friend Heav'n rais d was you; you took her up. | 
An Infant, to the deſart World expos'd, 
And prov'd another Parent. = 
Acaſt. I've not wrong'd her. 
Cham. Far be it from my Fears. 
Acaſt. Then why this Argument ? 


Cham. My Lord, my Nature's Nn and you'l bear it. 
* Go on. 
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28 We OR H A N. 
Cham. Great Spirits bear Misfortunes a, 1 
Good Offices claim Gratitude; and Pride, . 
Where Power is wanting, will uſurp a little, 
And make us (rather than he: Hough, behind- ans) 
Pay Over- price. 
Acaſt. I cannot gueſs your win 
Diſtruſt you me 
Cham, No, but I fear her Weakneſs . 
May make her pay a Debt at any rate; _ 
And, to deal freely with your -Lordſhip's Goodneſs, 
I've heard a Story lately much diſturbs me. 
Acaſt. Then firſt charge her; and if th'Offence be found 
Within my Reach, tho? it ſhould touch my Nature, 
In my own Off- ſpring, by the dear Remembrance 
Of thy brave Father, whom my Heart rejoic'd in, 
I'd profecute it with ſevereſt Vengeance, - [Exit 
Cham. I thank you from my Soul. | 
Mon. Alas! my Brother! 
What have I done? and why do, 0 nba me > 
My Heart quakes in me; in your ſettled Face 
And clouded Brow, methinks I ſee wy: Fate: 
You will not kill me! hs +44 
Cham. Pr'ythee, why doſt talk? 
Mon. Look kindly on me then, I cannot bear 
Severity; it daunts, and does amaze me. 
My Heart's ſo tender, ſhould you charge me rough, 
1 ſhould but weep, and anſwer. you with Sobbing. 
But uſe me gently, like a loving Brother, 
And ſearch through all the Secrets of my Soul. 
Cham Fear nothing, I will ſhew my {elf a Brother, 
A tender, honeſt, and a loving Brother, 
Vave not forgot our Father? | 
Mon. I ſhall never. 


Cham. 


, De OR PHAN. 29 
Cham, Then you'll remember too, he was a Man - 
That lid up to the Standard of his Honour, 
And priz d that jewel more than Mines of Wealth: 
He'd not have done a ſhameful thing but once, 
Tho? kept in Darkneſs from the World, and hidden, 
He could not have forgiv'n it to himſelf. 
This" was the only Portion that he left us; 
And I more glory in't, than it poſſeſt 
Of all that ever Fortune threw on Fools. 
Twas a large Truſt, and muſt be manag'd nicaly. 
Now if, by any Chance, \Monimia, | 
You have foid this Gem, and taken from its Value, 
How will ye account with me? 
Mon. I challenge Envy, | 
Malice, and all the Practices of Hell, 
To cenſure all the Actions of my paſt 
Unhappy Life, and taint me if they can 
Cybam. Vil tell thee then; Three Nights ago, as I 
Lay muſing in my Bed, all Darkneſs round me, 
A ſudden Damp ſtruck to my Heart, cold Sweat 
Dew'd all my Face, and Trembling ſeiz d my Limbs: 
My Bed ſhook under me, the Curtains ſtarted, 
And to my tortur'd Fancy there appear d 92 
The Form of Thee, thus beauteous as thou art; 
Thy Garments flowing looſe, and in each Hand 
A wanton Lover, which by turns careſs d thee _ 
With all the Freedom of unbounded Pleaſure 
I ſnatch'd my Sword, and in the very Moment k 
Darted it at the Phantom; ſtrait it left me: 
Then roſe and call'd for Lights; when, O dire Dag f 
I tound my Weapon had the Arras pierc'd, 
Juſt Where that famous Tale was inter woven, TERS” 
How the unhappy Theban flew. we F ather. | 
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30 The © R * N AN. 
| Mon. And for this Cauſe my Virtue is fuſpected? 
Becauſe in Dreams your OY how Tony En: 
I muſt be tortur'd eb 26 „ 

Cham. Have a care; 625 „„ 

Labour not to be juſtifyd too faſt: | 
Hear all, and then let Juſtice hold the "kg 
What follow'd was the Riddle that confounds me: 
Through a cloſe Lane as I purſu'd my Journey, 
And meditated on the laſt Night's Viſion, 
I ſpy'd a wrinkled Hag, with Age grown double, 
Picking dry Sticks, and mumbling to herſelf; 
Her Eyes with ſcalding Rheum were galld and red; 
Cold Palſy ſhook her Head, her Hands ſeem'd wither'd. 
And on her crooked Shoulders had ſhe wrapt © 
The tatter'd Remnant of an old ſtrip'd Hanging. 
Which ſery'd to keep her Carcaſe from the Cold; 
So there was nothing of a piece about her: 
Her lower Weeds were all oer coarſely patch'd 
With diff rent colour d Rags, black, red, white, yellow, 
And ſeem'd to ſpeak Variety of Wretchedneſs. 
1 ask'd her of my Way, which ſhe inform'd me ; 
Then crav'd my Charity, and bad me haſten | 
To fave a Siſter. At that Word I ſtarted! - 
Von. The common Cheat of Beggars ev'ry b 
They flock about our Doors, pretend to Gifts 
Of Propheſy, and celling Fools their Fortunes. 
- _ Cham. Oh! but ſhe told me ſuch a Tale, Monimia, 

As in it bore great Circumſtance of Truth; | 
Caſtalio and Polydore, 11 Siſter. | 

Mon. Han! 

Cham. What, alter; d! Joes your Courage fail you! - 
Now, by my Father's Soul, the Witch was honeſt; 
| Anſwer me; if thou haſt nor loſt to them 
Thy Honour at a fordid Game? a 


— 


Aon 


be C Onrnan. e 


5 Alen. I Will. i 
I muſt, ſo hardly my Mixfortane bevy me, N 
That both have offer d me their Loves, moſt true. 
Cham. And'tis as true too, they have both undone thee. 
Mon. Though they both with earneſt Vows | 
Have preſt my Heart, it cer in 1 1 rade 
To any but Caſtalio 
Cham. But Caftalio ? | 7 
Mon. Still will you croſs the Line of my Diſcourſe! 
Yes, I confeſs that he has won my Soul 
By gen'rous Love, and honourable Vows: 
Which he this Day appointed to compleat, 
And make himſelf by holy Marriage mine. | 
Cham. Art thou then ſpotleſs? haſt thou ſtill — d 
Thy Virtue white, without a Blot untainted ? 
Mon. WhenTm unchaſte, may Heav'n reject my Pray'rs! 
Or more, to make me wretched, may you know it! 
Cham; Oh then; Monimia, art thou dearer to me 
Than all the Comforts ever yet bleſt Man. 
But let not Marriage bait thee to thy Ruin. 
Truſt not a Man; we are by Nature falſe, 
Diſſembling, ſubtle, cruel, and unconſtant: 
Mfen a Man talks of Love, with Caution truſt him; 
But if he ſwears, he'll certainly deceive thee : 
I charge thee let no more Ca/ialio ſooth thee : 
Avoid it: as thou would'ſt preſerve the Peace 
Of a poor Brother, to whoſe fog! th'art precious. 
Mon. I will. (Ones 
Cham. Appear as cold, when next you meet, as ou 
When Merit begs; then ſhalt thou ſee how ſoon 
His Heart will cool, and all his Pains grow eaſy. Exit. 
Mon. Yes, I will try him, torture him ſeverely; 
For, Oh Caftalio! thou too much haſt ene me, 
| in 5 me to Polydore's ill Uſage. 
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If he ſhould chance to meet Monimia, make 


32 OA. 
He comes; and now, for once, Oh Love, ſtahd vester 


Whilſt a hard Part's pertorm'd! for I muſt tempft, 
n apr renee Nature, though my own Heart ny for't. 


* 2 4 9 K. be 8 2 F * 377 42 18 4% ae He _ +14 "HP +0 
Enter Caſtalio.- ONE IG 
Caft. ebe men f 3 e 8 wes „„ 


And ſeem'd to part with Anger-in- Der ez: 

I am a Fool; and ſhe has found my Weakneſs; 

She uſes me already like a Slave” 

Faſt bound in Chains, to be chaſtis dat Will. 
Twas not well done to trifſe with my Brother: 

I might have truſted him with all the — 
Open'd my filly Heart, and ſhewn it bare. 

But then he loves her tob; but not like me. 

I am a doating honeſt Slave, defignd 

For Bondage, Marriage-onds, which 1 2 bern 
To wear: It is the only thing Leer s 
Hid from his Knowledge; and nell ure forgive 


The firſt Tranſgreſſion of a wretched! Friend, 


Berray'd to 1 _ all wal m_ p . 


n t 


Enter Polydore; ba. bare. at thy er 
pol. Here place yourſelf, and watch my Brother tl 


Juſt Obſervation of each Word and Action; 
Paſs not one Cireumſtance without Was 
lh is your Office; do't, and bring me Word. es Pol. 


ML 66 ot M00 e ber heul IE 

Caſt. datos; my Angel! twas not kind | 
To leave me like a Turtle here alone, | | 
To droop and mourn the Abſence of my Mite: = 
When thou art from me, ev'ry Place is one; | 
1 I, methinks, am — and forlern : 
. | Thy 


— 


The ORPHAN, 33 


Thy Preſence only tis can make me bleſt, +; 
Heal my unquiet Mind, and tune my Soul. 
Mon. Oh the bewitching Tongues of faithleſ Men Pp 

Tis thus the falſe Hyana makes her Moan, 

To drawithe pitying Traveller to her Dew: 7 
Vour Sex are ſo; ſuch falſe Diſſemblers all, | 
With Sighs and Plaints y'entice poor Womens Hearts. 
And all that pity you, are made your Prey. -_ 

Caſt. What means my Love? Oh, how have I deſeryd 

This Language from the Soy'reign of my Joys! 

Stop, ſtop thoſe Tears, Monimin, tor they fal! 

Like baneful Dew from a diſtemper'd Sky; 


PR 
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I feel em chill me to the very Heart. | 5 

Mon. Oh, you are falſe, Caftalio, moſt: forſworn. 10% K 
Attempt no farther. to delude my Faith zj W 
My Heart is fixt, and you ſhall ſhake't no more. 15 0 


Caſt. Who told you ſo! what Hell- bred Villain d urſt 
Prophane the ſacred Buſineſs of my Love? + 31 

Mon. Your Brother, knowing on what Terms I'm —_ 
_ Th'unhappy Object of your Father's Charity, r 

Licentiouſly diſcours'd to me of Love, | 
And durſt affront me with: his brutal Paſſion. 

Caſt. Tis Thave been to blame, and only 1; 
Falſe to my Brother, and unjuſt to the. 
For, Oh! he loves thee too, and this Day owyn'd i it; TYRES f 
Taxt me e with mine, and claim d a — above me. k 


Or rather this loſe him,” ee R 
Caſt. 1, knowing him precipitate and raſn, 

To calm his Heat, and to conceal my Happinefh 

Seem'd to comply with his unruly Will; 

Talkt as he talkt, and granted all he ads f 

Leſt he in Rage might have our Loves berry 4. : 

And I for. ever had Monimia loſt, 


By 


F 4 * * 9 © 
1 > 


3 The Our RAW. 
Mon. Could you then? did you? can —— it too? 
Twas poorly done, unworthy of your ſelf? 


And I can never think you meant me fair. 


Caſt. Is this Monimia ? ſurely no; till nor 

I ever thought her Dove- like, ſoft; and kind. 
Who truſts his Heart with Woman's ſurgly loſt: 
You'were made fair on purpoſe to undo us, | 
Whilſt greedily we ſnatch th/alluring Bait, 


And neer diftruſt the Poiſon that it hides. 


Mon. When Love ill-plac'd would find a Means cobreak 
Caſt. It. never wants Pretences or Excuſe. 
Mon. Man therefore was a Lord-like Creature made, 
Rough as the Winds, and as inconſtant 'too 


_ Alofty Aſpect givin him for Command, 


Eaſily foften'd, when he would betray- 
Like conq'ring Tyrants, you our Breaſts invade, - 


| Where you are pleagd to forage for a while; 


But ſoon you find new Conqueſts out, and leave 
The ravag d Province ruinate and waſte. 


If fo, Caſtalio, you have ferv'd my Heart, 


I! find that De ſolation's ſettled there, 


And I ſhall ae er recover Peace again. 
Caſt. Wie e ee : 


Since you will drive me from you, I muſt go; 


But, Oh Monimia, when thihaft baniſh'd me, 

No ereeping Slave, tho tractable and dull, 

As art ful Woman for her Ends would chooſe, 

Shall ever dote as I have done: For, Oh! 

No Tongue my Pleaſure nor my Pain can tell: 

*Tis Heav'n to have thee, and without thee Hell. 
Mon. Caſtalio! ſtay ! we muſt not part. I find 


My Rage ebbs out, and Love flows in apace. 


Theſe little Quarrels Love muſt needs forgive; = 
They rouſe up drouſy e and wake my Soul. N 
0 


{ 


Te QRPBAN, 35 

Ohl charm me with the Muſick of eee ; 
I'm ne'er-fo-bleſt. as hen hear thy Vows, .. 
And liſten to the Language of thy Heart. 

Cui. Where am I! ſurely Paradiſe is round het: 18 
Sweets Planted by the Hand of Heay'n grow here, 
And ev'ry Senſe is full of thy Perfection. AA 

To hear thee ſpeak might calm a mad Man's 122 | 
Till by Attention he forgot his Sorrows ; 
But to behold thy Eyes, th'amazing Beauties 
Might make him rage again with-Love, as Ido... 
To touch thee's Heav'n; but to enjoy thee, Ob. 
Thou Nature's whole Perfection in one Piece! 
Sure framing thee Heav n took unuſual Care, "_ 
As its own Beauty it deſign'd thee fair; + 
And form d thee Fg * e ind there, [Ex. 
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ACTIN SCENEL | 


ACTED 
th es SA ES 145 
(i, Enter Po dore, and Page, . | b ee 05 
Pol. XX e they. {6 Vid?" Exprets it to me all 


8 Words? of make me think 557 At too. 
Pats. At rſt thought ff they Kad been mortal Foes; 4 

NMonimia rag d, Caſtalio How difturb'd;” 

"Exch. thought the other Wrong dl, yet both {6 haughty, 
They: Nerd Submiſſion, though Love all the while 
The Rebel play d, arid ſcarce could be contain . 

Pol. But what ſucceeded? 

Page. Oh, twas wondrous' pretty!“ 
For of a ſudden all the Storm was paſt, 
A gentle Calm of Love ſucceeded it; 
Monimia ſigh'd an |, bluſtyd; C aſtalio ſwore ; 

As you, my Corll, 1 well-temember; Rid 
To my young iter. im the Orange Grove, 5 
When I was fir | 'd. to. bee y gur Page. 

Pol. Happy Caſtalio #3 d why my great Soul, 
Mambitious Soul, that langhiſnes to Glory, 
I'll have her yet; by my beſt Hopes I will. 
She ſhall be mine, in ſpite of all her Arts. 

But for Caſtalio why was I refus'd? _ 

Has he ſupplanted me by ſome foul Play? 
Traduc'd my Honour? Death! he durſt not do't. 

At muſt be ſo: We parted, and he met her, 
Half to Compliance brought by me; ſurpriz'd 
Her linking Virtue, till ſhe yielded quite. | 
So Poackers baſely pick up tired Game, 
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We Orenan. 3 
Whilſt the fair Hunter's cheated of A Fn 11 * 
Boy! n 7 . * 2 

Page. My Lord! 237 | 

Pol. Go to your Chamber, taiffprepare your Lute; 
Find out ſome Song to pleaſe me, that deſcribes © . 
Womens Hypocriſies, their ſubtle Wiles, . 
Betraying Smiles, feign'd Tears, Inconſtancies; 

Their painted Outſides, and corrupted Minds; 
The Sum of all theiy Follies,” and their mann 
r 22 l hd. 3 4 | \ 
© Enter Seren; 5. - 

Serv. Oh the ubheppy i Tidings Tongue er old! 

Pol. The Matter! - 

Serv. Oh! your Father, „mne Malter, . 
As with his Gueſts he fat in Mirth rais'd high, | 
And chas d the Goblet round the joyful Board- 
A ſudden THR ACACEIRTRNIY > EVR et 
His Eyes diſtorted grew; his Viſage pale! are ? 

His Speech forfook him; Life rr ſeem d fled Sc hin þ 
And all his Friends are Waiting now about him. 


1 
vg 


4 Meter Ae ee . 5 
| eaſt. Support me. give me Air. Ill yet recover: 
Twas but a Slip decaying Nature mad 


For ſhe grows. -weaty: near her Journey 5 End. ul 
Where are my Sons? Come near, ay Toes. AT, 
Your Brother! wes Ceftaliat : ti Wi 1 5 Tis 


Serv. My Lord, | 
I've ſearch'd, as you e all th AY | 
He and Monimia are not to be found. i» (tis 3 : 
Acaſt. Not to be faund! then whereoreall my. F Figada? 
I hope they'll pardon an unhappy Fault D Mi bie 


My unmannerly Infirmity has made! ol 
Death could not come in; A more > welcome EN 
1 N a 
! 1920 "I ; 83 ; . 18 45 1 2 2 112 joe ; 


88 | Se Seu an 


For I'm prepar'd to meet him; and, methinks, - 
Would hve and die with all my Fr icads oe n r 


+; * 


WT RO IA \{- Hater Caitlin: EY he 
pry rigs ra my deareſt Father s + Lites. 
Bleſs it with long. uninterrupted Days! 
Oh; may he live till Time it ſelf decay; l 
Till good Men wiſh him dead, or I offend 9 mt 
Acaſt. Thank you, Caſtalio; give me both your Hands, 
And bear me up; I'd walk; So, now, methinks, 
I appear as great as Hereules himſelf, 
Supported by the Pillars he had rais'd. 
Caſt. My Lord, your Chaplain. F nt 
Acaſt. Let the good Man enter. (Health. 
Chap. Heav'n guard your Lordſhip, and reſtore your | 
Acaſt. L have provided for thee if I die. : 
No fawning ! tis a Scandal to thy Office. 
My Sons, as thus united, ever lives: 
And for th'Eftate, you'll find, when I am dead 41 
I have divided it betwixt you bo tz. 
Equally parted, as you ſhar'd my Love; 
Only to ſweet Monimia I've bequeath'd © 
Ten thouſand Crowns; a little Portion for her, 
To wed her honourably as ſhe's born. W 346) any” 
Be not leſs Friends becauſe you're! Brothers. bas | 
The Man that's ſingular, his Mind's unſound, 
His Spleen o'erweighs his Brains; date above. a. 
Avoid the politick, the factious Fool, | 
The buſy, buzzing, talking, harden'd 3 1 8 
The quaint ſmooth Rogue, that ſins againſt bis Reaſon; 
Calls aucy loud Suſpicion, publick Zeal, 
And Mutiny, the Dictates of his Spirit:: 
Be very careful how ye make'new Friends. 
Men read not Morals now; it was aCuſtom= 
: But all are to their Father's Vices born; ND 
A | = And. 
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_ Te Oar GAR. 39 
Let Marriage be the. laſt mad thing ye do, 

For all the Sins and Follies of the paſt, 

If you have Children, never give them Knowledge; 

T will poil their Fortune; Fools are all the Faſhion. 
If you've Religion, keep it to your ſelves; 

Atheiſts will elſe make uſe of Toleration, 

And laugh you out on't: Never ſnew Religion, 
Except ye mean to pals for Knaves of Conſcience, 

And cheat en Fools that think 125 honeſt, 


Enter Serina. 
Ser. My Father! 
Acaſt. My Heart's Darling? ? 
Ser. Let my Knees. | 
Fix to the Earth. Ne'er let my as have Ref, | 
But wake and weep, till Heav'n reſtore my. Father! 


Acaſt. Riſe to my Arms, and thy kind Pray'rs are an- 
For thou'rt a wondrous Extract ot all Goodneſs, (ſwer d, 


Born for my Joy; and no Pain's felt when near thee. 
Chamont ! 
Enter Chamont. 
Cham. My Lord, may it prove not an unlucky Omen: 
Many I ſee are waiting round about you, | 
And I am come to ask a Bleſſing too. 
Acaſt. May'ſt-thou be . 
Cham. Where? 
Acaſt. In all thy Wimes. 
Cham. Confirm. me ſo, and make this Fair One mine, 
I am unpractis'd in the Trade of Cou tſhip, 
And know not how to deal Love out with Art: 
Onſets in Love ſeem beſt like thoſe in War, 
Fierce, reſolute, and done with all the Force 1 
So I would open my whole Heart at once, 
And pour out the abundance of my Soul. 
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Acaf. What ſays Serina ? canſt thou love a Soldier? 


One born to Honour, and to Honour bred? 


One that has learnt to treat ev 'n Foes with Kindneſs; Ds 
To wrong no good Man's Fame, nor praiſe himſelf? 
Ser. Oh, name not Love, for that's ally'd'to Joy; 


And Joy muſt be a Stranger to my Heart, 


When you're in Danger. May Chamont's _ Fortune 


Render him lovely to ſome happier Maid! 
Wuhilſt I at friendly Diſtance ſee. him bleſt, 


Praiſe the kind Gods, and wonder at his . 11 
Acaſt. Cha mont, purſue her, conquer and poſſeſs her ; 
And, as my Son, a third of all my Fortune 


Shall be thy Lot. 


But keep thy Eyes from wandring, Man of "REY 


Beware the dang'rous Beauty of the Wanton, 


Shun their Enticements; Ruin, like a Vultur, 
Waits on their Conqueſts: Falſhood too's their Buſineſs 


They put falſe Beauty off to all the World; 


Uſe falſe Endrarments to the Fools that love : em; 


And when they marry, to their filly Husbands 


They bring falſe Virtue, broken Fame and Fortune. 
Mon. Hear ye that, my Lord? 
Pol. Ves, my fair Monitor, old Men always talk thus. 
Acaſt. Chamant, you told me of ſome Doubts that preſt 
Are you yet fatisfy'd that I'm your Friend! (you. 
Cham. My Lord, I would not loſe that Satisfaction 
For any Bleſſing I could wiſh for. | | 
As to my Ears, already I have loſt em; 
They ne er ſhall vex me more, nor trouble you. 
Acaft. J thank you. Daughter, ran n do _ to. 
My Friends, tis lat; 1 


For my Diſorder ſeems all ae Adee 
And I methinks begin to feel new Health. 


Caſt. . 455 Nr it e edo 2 u. quite. 
Sa ol Araſh 
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We ORPHAN, 41 
Acaſt. Ves, l to Bed; old Men muſt humour weakneſs: 
| Let me have Mufick then, to lull and chaſe | 
This malancholy Thought of Death away. 
Goodnight! my Friends, Heav'n guard ye ah cet at 
To morrow early well ſalute the Day, | 
Find out new-Pleaſures; and redeem loſt Time. 
[Ex. all but Chamont and Chaplain, 
Cham. Hiſt, hiſt, Sir Gravity, a Word with you. 
Chap. With me, Sir! 
Cham. If you're at Leiſure, Sir, we'll ane an Hour; 
'Tis yet too ſoon to ſleep, and "twill be Charit7 
To lend your Converſation to a Stranger. 
Chap. Sir, you're a Soldier? ; 
Cham. Yes. 
Chap. 1 love a Soldier; | 
And hal been one my ſelf, but that 17 Patents 
V ould make me vrhat you ſee me: hive I'm _—_ | 
For all I wear Black. : | N 
Cham. And that's nb 6; $0684 2.26 ad 
Have you had long Dependance on this why dis 
Chap. I have not thought it ſo, becauſe my Times 
Spent pleaſantly. My Lord's not haughty nor imperious, 
Nor 1 gravely oaks: he has good CET | 
And 1 have Manners : 
His Sons too are (civil to me, because . 
I do not pretend to be wiſer than they are; 
I meddle with no Man's Buſineſs but my oon 3 
I riſe in a Morning early, ſtudy moltlerately, | 
Eat and drink chearfully, live ſoberly, | 
Take my innocent Pleaſures freely; | - 
So meet with Reſpect, and am not the Jeſt of hs * 
Cham. I'm glad you are fo, happy. ; 
A pleaſant Fellow this, and may be uſeful, - 
Knew you my Father, the old Chamont 2 


Chap. 


42 | The 0 * PH AN. 
Chap. I did, and was moſt ſorry when we * . 
- Cham. Why? didſt thou love him: FCFriend. 
Chap. Ev'ry body lov'd him; beſides, he was 5 Maſter's 

Cham. I could embrace thee for that very Notion. 

If thou didſt love my Father, I could think * 

Thou would'ſt not be an Enemy to me. 71 
Chap. I can be no Man's Foe. 

Cham, Then pr'ythee tell me. 

Think'ſt thou the Lord Caſtalio loves my Siſter? 

Nay, never ſtert. Come, come, I know thy Office 

Opens thee all the Secrets of the Family. 

Then if thou'rt honeſt, uſe this ran kindly. 

Chap. Love your Siſter! 
Cham. Ay, love her. 
Chap. Sir, I never ask'd him; 
And wonder yow ſhould ask it me. | 
Cham. Nay, but thiart an Hypocritez is there not one 

Ot all thy Tribe that's honeſt in your — ö 

The Pride of your Superiors makes ye Slaves: 

Ve all live loathſome, ſneaking, ſer vile "IP 

Not free enough to practiſe gen rous Truth, 

Though ye pretend to teach it to the World. 

Chap. I would deſerve a better Thought from you. 
Cham, If thou would'ſt have me not contemn thy Officę 

And Character, think all thy Brethren 'Knaves, _ 

Thy Trade a Cheat, and thou its worſt Profeſſor, 

Inform me: for I tell thee, Prieft, Pl know. . 
Chap. Either he loves her, or he much has wrong d her. 
Cham. How wrong d her? have a care, * by 

| ASceneof Miſchief to undo us all. | 

But tell me, wrong d her, ſaid'ſt thou ? 

Chap. Ay, Sir, wrong'd her. 

Cham. This is a Secret worth a Monarch's Fortugs' 

What ſhall I give thee fort! thou dear Phyſician © 


Car 


The ORPHAN. 
Of ſickly. Souls, unfold this Riddle to me, 
And comfort mine 


Chap. 1 would hide nothing from you u Willing. | 
Cham. Nay, then again thou'rt honeſt. Would'ſt thou 
Chap. Yes, if I durſt. „ Td 


Cham. Why, what affrights thee? 
Chap. You do, Fn ae 
Who are not to be truſted with the Secret. 

Cham. Why, I am no Fool. 

Chap. So indeed you ſay. 

Cham. Priythee, be ſerious then. 

Chap. You ſee lam ſo. 
And hardly ſhall be mad enough to night, 
To truſt you with my Ruin, 

Cham. Art thou then 
So far concern'd in it? What has bern thy Office? | 
_ Curſe on that formal ſteady Villain's Face! 
Juſt:fo do all Bawds look; nay,” Bawds, they ſay, 
Can pray upon Occaſion, talk of Heav'n, 

Turn up their gogling Eye-balls, rail at Vice, 
Diſſemble, lye, and preach like any Prieſt, 

Art thou a Bawd? 

Chap. Sir, Lm not often us'd thus. 

Cham. Be juſt then. ' 

Chap. So I ſhall be to the Truſt 
That's laid upon me. 
Cham. By the reverenc'd Soul | 

Of that great honeſt Man that gave me being. 


Tell me but what thou know'ſt concerns my Honour, 


And if I &er reveal it to thy Wrong, 


May this good Sword ne er do me Right in Battle! 


May I ne'er know that bleſſed Peace of Mind, 
That dwells in good and pious Men, like thee! 


Chap. I ſee your Temper's moy'd, and I will cruſt you: 


Cham, Wilt thou? 


1 Tbe On A 
Chap. I will; but if it ever ape 7—— 


Cham. It never * e 

1 Wel ü...... IIIIS Te} 90A 
"Chas. To; By all” 60h aragys aonke hoy btf {gn fed 2 

That's dear to me, 17 h Grklenchr ere dame 
And that Power I ſerve, it never ſhall. | 

Chap. Then this good Day,when all the Houſe was buſy, 
When Mirth and kind Rejoicing fil'd each ene 55 
As I was walking in the Grove, I met them. 

Cham. What, met them in the Grove rogether? ell me, 
Ho, walking, ſtanding, ſitting,” lying, hal! 
Chap. I, by her own Appointment, met Wien there; 
Receiv'd their Marriage Vows, | and indy in their «promo 

Cham. How | marry'd! 

Crap. Yes, Sir. 8 

Cham. Then my Soul's at Peace: 
But why would you delay fo long to give it? 

Chap. Not knowing what Reception it may 6 find 
With old Acaſto; may be I was too cautious 
To truſt the Scoret from nme 

Cham. What's the Cauſe 55 | 
I cannot gueſs, tho? tis my Siſter's Honour, 

I do not like this Marriage, : 
Huddled i'th' dark, and done at too much Ventures : 
The Buſineſs looks with an walagky, dung 45 
Keep ſtill the Secret; for it ne'er ſhall ſcape me, 
Not ev'n to them, the new-match'd Pair. erer 
© wei ron Truth, and know me for thy Friend. (Ex 


Enter Caſtalio and Monimia. 
Caſt. Young Chamont, and the Chaplain! ſure tis «hey 
No matter what's contriv'd, or who conſulted, | 
Since my Monimia's mine; tho this fad Look. - 
Secs no good boading Omen to her Bliſs; 


The ORPHAN, 


Elſe, pr ythee, tell me why that Look caſt down? - 

Why that fad Sigh, as if thy Heart was breaking? 
Mon. Caſtalio, I an thinking what-we've done. 

The heay'nly Powers were ſure diſpleas'd to day? 
For at the Ceremony as we ſtood, 
And as your Hand was kindly join'd with mine, 
As the good Prieſt pronounc'd the Sacred Words, 
Paſſion grew. big, and I could not forbear, | 


Tears drown d my Eyes, and Trembling ſeiz'd | my Soub. 


What ſhould that mean? 

Caſt. Oh, thou art tender all! 

Gentle and kind as ſympathizing Nature! 

When a fad Story has been told, I've ſeen _ 

Thy little Breaſts with ſoft Compaſſion ſwell d, 
Shove up and down, and heave like dying Birds: 
But now let Fear be baniſh'd, think no more 
Of Danger, for there's Safety in my Arms; 

Let them receive thee : Heav'n grows jealous now; 
Sure ſhe's too good for any Mortal Creature! 

I could grow wild, and praiſe thee ev'n to Madneſs. 
But wherefore do J dally with my Bliſs? | 
The Night's far ſpent, and Day draws on apace; 
To Bed, my Love, and wake till 1 come thither. 


Pol. So hot, my Brother ? [Polydore az the Door. 


Mon, Twill be im poſſible: 
You know your Father's Chamber's next to mine, | 
And the leaſt Noiſe will certainly alarm him. 
Caſt. Impoſſible? impoſſible ? alas! 
Lot poſſible to live one Hour without thee? 
Let me behold theſe Eyes, they'll tell me Truth. 
Haſt thou no Longing? Art thou (till the ame 
Cold, icy Virgin? No; th'art alter'd quite. 
Haſte, haſte to Bed, and let looſe all thy Wiſhes. 
Mon. Tis but one Night, my Lord; I pray be rul d. 
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4 . The Our 8 
Caſt. Try if th'aſt Pow'r to ſtop a flowing Tide, 


Or in a Tempeſt make the Seas be calmz 5 


And when that's done, I'll conquer my Deſires: 
No more, my Bleſſing. What ſhall be the Sign? 
When ſhall I come? For to my Joys Vl teal, * 
As if I ne'er had paid my Freedom for them. | 
Non. Juſt three ſoft Strokes upon the Chamber-Door ; 
And at that Signal you ſhall gain Admittance : 

But ſpeak not the leaſt Word ; for if you ſhould, 

Tis ſurely heard, and all will be betray d. 

- Caſt. Oh! doubt it not, Monimia; our Joys ; 
Shall be as ſilent as th' Ecftatick Blifs ©” * 
Ot Souls, that by Intelligence converſe : | 
Immortal Pleafures ſhall our Senſes drown, 

Thought ſhall be loſt, and ev'ry Pow'r diſſolv'd: 
Away, my Love; firſt take this Kiſs. Now haſte. 


1.43 long for _ to on yet grudge each Minute paſt. 
"LEW Mon- 


My Brother Ye too ſo late this ray! 
Pol. Caſtalio!? : 
Caſt. My Polydore, how doſt thou ? 
How does our Father? is he well recover'd ? 
Pol. I left him happily repos'd to Reſt; 
He's ſtill as gay as if his Life were youre: 
But how does fair Monimia ? 
Caſt. Doubtleſs well. | 
A cruel Beauty with her Conqueſt ears, K- 
Is always joyful, and her Mind in Health. 
Pol. Is ſhe the ſame Monimia ſtill ſhe was? 
May we not hope ſhe's made of mortal Mould? 
Caſt. She's not Woman elſe: 
Tho I'm grown weary of this tedious hoping; | 
We've in a barrea Deſart ſtray d too long. | 


Pot 


+4... nd a n 


2% Onvian 4% 


Fol. Yet may Relief be unexpected found. 
And Love's ſweet Manna cover all the . 
Met ye to day? is 
| Caſt. No; ſhe has ſtill avoided me. 
Her Brother too is jealous of her grown, - 
And has been hinting ſomething to my Father. 
I wiſh I'd never meddled with the Matter; 
And would enjoyn thee, e ; 
Pol. To what? 
Cafe. To leave this peeviſt Beauty to her Kr 
Fol. What, quit my Love? as ſoon Id quit my Poſt 
2 3 and like a Coward run away. 
by my Stars, III chaſe her till ſhe yields 
16 me, or meets her Reſcue in another. 


Fg 


Caſt. Nay, ſhe has Beauty that might ſhake the Leagues 


Of mighty Kings, and ſer the World at odds; 

But I have wondrous Reaſons on my Side, 
That would perſuade thee, were they known. | 
Pool. Then ſpeak em. | 

What are they? Came ye to hay Window here 
To learn em now? Caſtalio, have a care; 
Uſe honeſt Dealing with your Friend and Brother, 
Believe me, I'm not with my Love ſo blinded, 
But can diſcern your Purpoſe to abuſe me. 
es. our Pretences to her. 
| \ Grant I do; | 

vl love Capitulations, Polydore, : 
And but upon Conditions would oblige me. 

Pol. You ſay, you've Reaſons ; why are they conceal'd : 

Caſt. To morrow I may tell you: 
It is a Matter of ſuch Circumſtance, 
As I muſt well conſult cer I revell. | 
But, pr'ythee, ceaſe to think 9 abuſe thee 5 
Till more de RE 
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And diappoint this happy elder. Brother. 


. 1 On P mA Mi HY 

Pol. When ene .cealc: 1 1 m N 
To meet Monimia unknown. to me, n,, 
And then deny it ſlaviſhly, Pll — 1 799 48h 12 9 TY 

To think Caſtalio faithleſs to his Friend. 1 * 
Did I not ſee you part this very Moment? . $348 5d 55 8 


2 * , 
ax ; 


Caſt. It ſeems you've watch d n 
Pol. I ſcorn the Office. | 1 
Caſt. Pr'ythee, avoid a thing thou r may 1 3 UL. / 
pol. That is, henceforward, mak ing Leagues with you. 
Caſt. Nay, if y are angry, Poljdore, Good-night. 1 84 
Pol. Good- night, Caſtalio, if y are in ſuch . 
He little thinks I've overheard ee 
But to his Chamber's gone to wait a While, 
Then come and take Poſſeſſion of my Love. 
This is the utmoſt Point of all my Hopes; 
Or now ſhe mult, or never can be mine. 
Oh! for a Means.now how to counterplot, ., 


- then? 


3 + 5 4 Fs 4 4 


In ev'ry thing we do, or undertake, . Ent AP ot 
He ſoars above me, mount what Height I can, 
And keeps the Start he got of me in Birth. 
n f 
PE er Page 1. 
Page. My Lord! „% es. oa 
Pol. Come hither, Boy. 8 
Thou haſt a pretty forward lying Face, te 
And ma' ſt in time expect preferment; and thou 
Pretend to Secreſy, cajole and flatter 71 
Thy Maſter's Follies, and aſſiſt his pleaſures? Fo 
Page. My Lord, I could do any Og: for lou, 
And ever be a very faithful Boy. . * 
Command, whatc'er's; your Pleaſure: Tl obſerre:..; 
Be it to run, or watch, or to convey 597 
A Letter to a beauteous Lady's Boſom;; 
At leaſt, I am not dull, and ſoon ſhould learn. 
OF - Tol. 
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Pol. Tis Pity then thou ſhould'ſt not be employ'd. 
Go to my Brother, he's in's Chamber now - — 
Undreſſing, and preparing for his Reſt; 
Find out ſome Means to keep him up a while: 
Tell hima pretty Story that may pleaſe 
His Ear: Invent a Tale, no matter what: 
If he ſhould ask of me, tell him I'm gone 
To Bed, and ſent you there to know his Pleaſure, 
Whether he'll hunt To-morrow. Well ſaid, Polydore 
Diſſemble with thy Brother! That's one Point. 
But do not leave him till he's in his Bed; 
Or if he chance to walk again this way, 
Follow, and do not quit him, but ſeem. fond 
To do him little Offices of Service. 
Perhaps at laſt it may offend him; then 
Retire, and wait till I come in. Away: 
Succeed in this, and be employ'd again. 
Page. Doubt not, my Lord: he has been always kind 
To me; would often ſet me on his Knees, 
Then give me Sweet-meats, call me pretty Boy, 
And ask me what the Maids talkt of at Nights. 
Pol. Run ui pc then, and proſp'rous be thy Wiſhes.” 
[ Exit ur 


Here I'm alone, and fit for Miſchief; now 
To cheat this Brother, will't be honeſt that? 
I heard the Sign ſhe order'd him to give. 
Oh for the Art of Proteus, but to change 
The happy Polydore to bleſt Caſtalio! 
She's not ſo well acquainted with him yet, 
But I may fit her Arms as well as he. 
Then when I'm happily poſſeſt of more 
Than Senſe can think, all looſen d into Joy, 
To hear my diſappointed Brother COme.. 
And give the unregarded Signal; Oh! 5 
What à malicious Pleaſure will that be! 5 

C Juſt 
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Juſt three ſoft Strokes azainſt the Ch Ander - Door: * 
But ſpeak not the leaſt Word for if you ſhould, 
It's ſurely heard, and we are both betray d. 
Hov/ I adore a Miſtreſs that contrives 
With Care to lay the Buſineſs of her Joys! 

One that has Wit to charm the very Soul! 

And give a double Reliſh to Delight! 
Bleſt Heav'ns aſſiſt me but in this dear Hour, 
And my kind Stars be but propitious now, 

Diſpoſe of me hereafter as you pleaſe. | 


1 
* 
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13 

& 
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Monimia ! Monimia! | [Gives the Sign. 
[Maid at the Window.) Who), $ chere? . 
ei . | 


en 


Maid. My Lord Caftalio * 
Fol. The ſame. | 
How does my Love, my dear Monimiat 

Maid, Oh! e | OP 
She wonders much at your unkind N 
You've ſtaid ſo long, that at each little Noiſe 
The Wind but makes, ſhe asks if you are coming. 

Pol. . ber ow here, and let the Door be open d. 

88 [Maia deſeends. 
Now boaſt; Caſtalio; triumph now, and tell 5 
Th ſelf ſtrange 8 Stories of a promis d 1 | 
___ We [The Door unbolts. 

It opens: Hah! what means my tremblig —__ 
Limbs, do your Office and ſupport me well; 
Bear me to Her, then fail 1 me if you can. REY © © 
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Enter Caſtalio and Page. 
Fake Indeed, my L Lord, will be a [nel Morning), 
Pray let us hunt. 1 5 
Caſt. Go, you're an idle Pratley, . 8 


T1 ſtay at home to-morrow; ; if your Lord 


7 Thinks 
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Thinks fit, he may com mand my Hounds: ae me, 
I muſt to Bed. 5 


Page. Til wait upon your ia | 
If you think fit, and ſing you to hepa: 2, $70.99 19 
Caſt. No, my kind Boy, the Night is too far waſted; 
My Senſes too are quite diſrob'd of Thought, 
And ready all with me to go to Reſt. 
Good- night: commend me to my Brother. 
Page. Oh! | | 
You never heard the laſt new Song l learn'd ; 5 
It is the fineſt, prettieſt Song indeed, (caught 
Of my Lord and my Lady you know who, that were 
Together, you know where. My Lord, indeed it is. 
Caſt. You muſt be whipt, Voungſter, if _ get ſuch 
Songs as thoſe are. What means . 
This Boy's Impertinence to-night? © | 
Page. Why, what muſt Thing, pray, my dear Lord? 
Caſt. Palms, Child, Palms. 
Page. Oh dear me! Boys that go to School how Plat ms5 
But Pages, that are better bred, ſing Lampoons. 
Caſt, Well, leave me; I'm weary. 
Page. Oh! but you promis d me, laſt time I told you 
what Colour my Lady Monimia's Stockings were of, and 
that ſhe garter'd them above Knee, that you would give 
me alittle Horſe to go a hunting upon; ſo you did. III 
tell you no more Stories except you IM your Word 
with me. 
Caſt. Well go, you Trifler, and to-morrow ask me. 
Page. Indeed, my Lord, I can't abide to leave you. 
Caf. Why, wert thou inſtructed to attend me? 
Page. No, no, indeed, my Lord, 1 Was not; 1 
But I know what I know. 1 
Caſt, What doſt thou know? Death! what can all this BY 
Page. Oh! I know who loves ſome- body. 
Sm What's that to me, Boy? 
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Page. Nay, I know who loves yu too 
Caſt. That's a Wonder; pr'ythee tell it ne. 27 4 


Tage. Tis tis 1 ROAR LW We wil. 
You give me the Horſe en l 
Caſi. I will, my Child. 


Page. It is my Lady . look you;: 1 Jon * 


you tell her I told you: Shell give me no more Play- 


things then. I heard her ſay ſo as ſhe lay a-bed, Man. 
Caſt. Talk'd ſhe of me when in her Bed, Cordelio ? 
Page. Yes, and I ſung her the Song you made too; 
And ſhe did ſo ſigh, and fo look with her Eyes; x 
And her Breaſts did ſo lift up and down; I could have found 
in my Heart to have beat em, for they made me ae 9. 
A Caſt. Hark, what's that Noiſe?" -- 
Take this, be gone, and leave me. 


For all is huſh'd, as Nature were retired, 
And the perpetual Motion ſtanding til}. 
So much ſhe from her Work: appears to ceaſe, 
And ev'ry warring Element's at Peace; 
| All the wild Herds are in their Coverts couch'd 3 
The Fiſhes to their Banks or Ooze repair d, 
1 And to the Murmurs of the Waters ſleep; 
The feeling Air's at Reſt, and feels no Noiſe, 
| Except of ſome ſott Breaths among the Trees, 
0 Rocking the harmleſs Birds that reſt upon em. 
ö | "Tis now that, guided by my Love, I go | 
Jo take Poſſeſſion of Monimia's Arms. 
Sure Polydore's by this time gone to Bed. 
At Midnight thus the Us'rer fteals untrack d. 
To make a Viſit to his hoarded Gold, 


Surely nn Noiſe. Hiſt only Fancy. 


She hears me not, ſure ſhe already ſleeps. O44 
Her Wiſhes could not brook ſo long Delay. |; . - 


And feaſts his Eyes upon the ſhining Mam mon. | Knocks. 


— 


You Knave, you little Flatterer, get you gone. [Ex. Page | 


And 
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And hep poor Heart has beat it ſelf to reſt [ Knocks again, 
Monimia l. my Angel. —hah not ye. 
How long's the ſofteſt Moment of Delay 
To a Heart impatient of its Panzs, like mine, 


In Sight of Eaſe, and panting to the Goal? e again 
Once more 

Maid. Who's there, + 
That. comes thus re to diſturb our ir Reſt ? 

r 

Maid. Who are you? what's your Name? 

Caſt. Suppoſe + 

The Lord Ca/alio, | 

Maid. 1 know you not. 
he Lord Caſtalis has no Buſineſs here. 

Caſt. Hah! have a care; what can this mean? 
Whoe'er thou art, 1 charge thee to Monimia fly; 
Tell her, I'm here, and wait upon my Doom. | 

Maid. Whot'er ye are, ye may repeat this Outrage; 

My Lady muſt not be diſturb'd. Good-night! | 

Caſt. She muſt, tell her ſhe ſhall; go, Vm in haſte, 

And bring her Tidings from the State of Love; 
Th'are all in Conſultation met together, 135 
How to reward my Truth, and crown her Vows. 
Maid. Sure the Man's mad. 
Caſt. Or this will make me ſo: 
Obey. me, or by all the Wrongs I ſuffer, 
I'll feale the Window, and come in by Force, 
Let the {ad Conſequence be what it will; | 
This Creature's trifling Folly makes me mad. 
Maid. My Lady's Anſwer is, You may depart; 
She ſays ſhe knows you: You are Polydore, 
Sent by Caſtalio, as you were EONS. 
T'afiroat and do her Violence again. 
Caſt. Ill not believe't. 
Maid. You may, Sir. 
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Caſt. Curſes blaſt thee! — +» | 

Maid. Well, tis a fine cool Kenthgs and hope 
May cure the raging Fever in your Blood. 5 
Good-night. 

Caſt. And farewell all that's AY in i Woman! ! 
This is contriv'd, a ſtudy'd Trick t'abuſe 
My eaſy Nature, and torment my Mind; 
Sure now ſhe'as bound me faſt, and means to lord it, 
To rein me hard, and ride me at her Will. 
Till by Degrees ſne ſhape me into Fool 


Por all her future Uſes. Death and Torment! 


Tis Impudence to think my Soul will bear it. 

Oh, 1 could grow ev'n wild, and tear my Hair! 

is well, Monimia, that thy Empire's ſhort ! 

Let but to-morrow, but to-morrow come, 

And try if all thy Arts appeaſe my Wrong; 
Till when, be this deteſted Place my Bed; 2 8 down, 
Where I will ruminate on Woman's Ills, | 

Laugh at my ſelf, and curſe th'inconſtant Sex. 

Faithleſs Monimia ! Oh Monimia! 


Enter Erneſto. 
Ern. Either 


My Senſe has been deluded, or this way 
I heard the Sound of Sorrow); tis late Night, 
And none, whoſe Mind's at Peace, would wander now. 

Caſt. Who's there ? 

Ern. AFriend. 5 

Caſt. If thou art ſo, retire, | 
And leave this Place; for I would be alone. 

Ern. Caſialto! My Lord, why in this Poſture, - 
Stretch'd on'the Ground? Your honeſt true old Servant, 
Your poor Erneſto, cannot ſee you thus ; ; 

Riſe, I beſecch you. I 


Caſt. 
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Caſt. If thou art Erneſto, e 
As by thy Honeſty thou ſeem'ſt to be, 
Once leave me to my Folly. > ES 
Ern. I can't lcave you, | 
And not the Reaion know of your Diſorders, 
Remember how, when young, I in my Arms 
Have often borne you, pleas d you in your Pieaſures, 
And ſought an early Share in your Affection. 
Do not diſcard me now, but let me ſerve you. 
Caſt. Thou canſt not ſerve 8 | 
Ern. Why? 
Caſt. Becauſe my Thoughts 
Are full of Woman; thou, poor Wretch, art paſt em. 
Ern. I hate the Sex. * 
Caſt. Then I'm thy Friend, Erneſto. [Res. 
I'd leave the World for him that hates a Woman. 
Woman, the Fountain of all Human Frailty! | 
What mighty Ills have not been done by Woman? 
Who was't betray'd the Capitol ? A Woman. 
Who loſt Mark Anthony the World? A Woman. 
Who was the Cauſe of a long ten Years War, 
And laid at laſt old Troy in Aſhes? Woman. 
Deſtruct ve, damnable, deceitful Woman! 
Woman to Min firſt as a Bleſſing giv WT 
When Innocence and Love were in their Prime, 
Happy a while in Paradiſe they lay, 
But quickly Woman long'd to go aſtray; _ 
Some fooliſh new Adventure needs muſt 4 
And the firſt Devil ſhe faw, ſhe chang'd her Love; 
To his Temptations lewdly ſhe inclin d 
Her Soul, and for an Apple damn'd Mankind. . [Ex, 


AC T Iv. SCENE L 


Per 5h 2 . 


Leſt be the Morning that has brought me Health; 
A happy Reſt has ſoften'd Pain away, 

And Ill forget it, tho' my Mind's not well, | 

A heavy Melancholy clogs my Heart; 

I droop and ſigh, I know not why. Dark Dreams, 
Sick Fancy's Children, have been ovyer-buſy, 

And all the Night play'd Farces in my Brains: 


Acall. 


Z Methought I heard the mid-night Raven cry; 


 Wak'd with th'imagin'd Noiſe, my Curtains ſeem'd 
To ftart, and at my Feet my Sons appear'd, 

Like Ghoſts, all pale and ſtiff: I trove to ſpeak, | 
But could not: Suddenly the Forms were loſt, 
And ſeem'd to vaniſh in a bloody Cloud. 

Twas odd, and for the preſent ſhook my Thoughts; 
But was th Effect of my diſtemper'd Blood; 

And when the Health's diſturb'd, the Mind's unruly. 


Enter Pol ydore, 
Good Morning, Polydore. 
| Pol. Heav'n keep your Lordſhip. - 
Acaſt. Have you yet ſeen Caſtalio to-day? _ 
Pol. My Lord, tis early Day; he's hardly riſen, 
Acaft. Go, call him up, and meet me in the Chapel. 


Ex. Pol, 
I cannot think all Ws gone well to-night ; 


For as I waking lay (and ſure my Senſe 
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Was then my own) methought I heard my Son | 
Caſtalio's Voice; but it ſeemd low and mournful; 
Under my Window too I thought I heard it: 
M'untoward Fancy could not be deceiv d : 
In ev'ry thing; and I will ſearch the Truth out. 


* 


Enter en and her Maid. 
Already up, Monimia ! you roſe 
Thus early ſurely to out-ſhine the Day! 
Or was there any thing that croſt your Reſt? 
They were naughty Thoughts that would not let you ſleep. 
Mon. Whatever are my Thoughts, my Lord, Lve learnt 
By your Example to correct their Ills, 
And Morn and Ev'ning give up the Account. 
Acaſt. Your Pardon, {weet one, I upbraid you not; 
Or it I would, you are ſo good, I could not. 
Tho' I'm deceiv'd, or you're more fair to-day; _ 
For Beauty's heighten'd in your Checks, and all 
Your Charms ſeem up, and ready in your Eyes. 
Mon. The little Share J have's fo very mean, 
That it may eaſily admit Addition; | 
Tho you, my Lord, ſhould moſt of all beware 
To give it too much Praiſe, and make me proud. 
Acaſt. Proud of an old Man's Praiſes! No, Monimia ! ' 
Butif my Pray'rs can work thee any Good, 
Thou ſhalt not want the largeſt Share of em: 
Heard you no Noiſe to-night ? | 
Mon. Noiſe! my good Lord! 
Acaſt. Ay! about Midnight. 
Mon. Indeed, my Lord, I don't remember any. | 
Acaſt. You muſt ſure! went you early to your Reſt? 
Mon. About. the wonted Hour. Why this Enquiry? 


1 5 


; Aal. And went your Maid to Bed too . 
Cy 7 1 BY 
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| Mon. My Lord, I gueſs fo; 

I've ſeldom known her diſobey my Orders. 

Acaſt. Sure Goblins then, or Fairies, haunt the tag! 

Til have Enquiry made through all the Houſe, . 

But I'll find out the Cauſe of theſe Diſorders 

Good Day to thee, Monimia — Ill to Chapel. [Ex. Acaſt. 

Mon. Tl] but diſpatch fome Orders to my Woman, 

And wait upon your Lordſhip there. 
I fear the Prieſt has plaid us falſe ; if io, 

My poor Caſtalio loſes all for me: 

wonder, though, he made ſuch Haſte to leave me; 

Was't not unkind, Florella ? ſurely twas! | 

He ſcarce afforded one kind parting Word, 

| But went away ſo cold; the Kiſs he gave me, 

Seem d the forc'd Compliment of ſated Love. 

Would I had never marry'd! 

Maid, Why ? 
Mon. Methinks 

The Scene's quite alter d; I am not the ſame; 

I've bound up for my {elf a Weight of Cares, 

And how the Burden will be borne, none knows. 

A Husband may be jealous, rigid, falſe: . 

And ſhould Caſtalio e er prove ſo to me, | 

So tender is my Heart, ſo nice my Love, 

*T would ruin and diſtract my Reſt for ever. | 
Maid. Madam, he's coming. | / 
Mon. Where, Florella ? where? 

Is he returning? To my Chamber lead; 

Til meet him there: The Myſt'ries of our Love 

Should be kept private as Religious Rites, 

From the unhallow'd View of common Eyes. 

Ex. Mon. and Maid. 
| Enter Caſtalio. 
Caſt. Wiſh'd Morning's come! And now upon the Plains 

And diſtant Mountains, where they feed their mm 


„„ 
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The happy Shepherds leave their homely Huts, 
And with their Pipes proclaim the new- born Day. 
The luſty Swain comes with his well-filld Scrip 
Of healthful Viands; which, when Hunger calls, 
With much Content and Appetite he eats, 

To follow in the Fields his daily Toil, 

And dreſs the grateful Glebe, that yields him Fruits. 
The Beaſts, that under the warm Hedges ſlept, 

And weather'd out the cold bleak Night, are up, 
And looking tow'rds the neighb'ring Paſtures, raiſe 
The Voice, and bid their Feliow-Brutes Good-morrovrs : 
The chearful Birds too, on the Tops of Trees, 
Aſſemble all in Quires, and with their Notes 
Salute and welcome up the riſing Sun. 

There's no Condition ſure ſo curs'd as mine; 

I'm marry'd! 'Sdeath! I'm ſped. How like a Dog 
Look'd Hercules, thus to a Diſtaff chain'd? 
Monimia! Oh Monimia ! 9 8 Ib 


Euter Monimia and Maid. 
Mon. I come, 
I fly to my ador'd Caftalis s Arms, 
My Wiſh's Lord. May ev'ry Morn begin 
Like this; and with our Days gur Loves renew. 
Now I may hope y' are ſatisfy d 
[ Looking nn on him. 

Caſt. I am 
Well fatisfy'd, that thou art——Oh — 

Mon. What? ſpeak: 

Art thou not well, Caſtalio? Come 3 
Upon my Breaſt, and tell me where's thy Pain. 

Caſt. Tis here; tis in my Head, tis in my Heart; 
"Tis ev'ry. where; it rages like a Madneſs; | 
And I moſt wonder how my Reaſon holds. 
Nay, wonder not, Monimia: the Slave 

. N 


* ä * 
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. You thought you had ſecur'd within my Breaſt, 
Is grown a Rebel, and has broke his Chain, 

And now he walks there like a Lord at large. 
Mon. Am not then your Wife, your lov'd Monimia ? 
I once was fo, or ve molt ſtrangely dn; e 


What ails my Love? 


Caſt. Whate er thy Dreams have ben; 
Thy waking Thoughts ne'er meant Caſtalio well. 
No more, Monimia, of your Sex's Arts 

They're uſeleſs all: I'm not that pliant Tool, 

That neceſfiry Utenſil you'd make me; 
I know my Charter better I am Man, 
Obſtinate Man; and will not be enflav'd. 

Mon. You hall not feart: Indeed my Nature's m_ 
T'll ever live your moſt obedient Wife; 
Nor ever any Privilege pretend | 
Beyond your Will ; for ut ſhall be my Law : 
Indeed I will not. 
. Nay, you ſhall not, Madam; 
By yon bright Heav'n, you ſhall not; all the Day 

Vil play the Tyrant, and at Night forſake thee; 
T. II by Afflict ions, and continu'd Cares, 
I've worn thee to a homely Houſhold Drudge: 
Nay, if I've any too, thou ſhalt be made 
Subſervient t6 all my looſer Pleaſures 
For thou haſt ng n * 

Mon. No more: 
Oh kill me here, or tell me my Offence, 
I' never quit you elſe ;- but on theſe Knees, 
Thus follow you all Day, till they're worn bare, 
And hang upon you like a drowning — 2 
Caftalio—— 
Caſt. Away; laſt Night, laſt Night! 
Moen. It was our Wedding night. 
Caſt. No more! forget it. 
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Mon. Why ? do you then” On? | <A. 
Caſt. I do. | 
Mon. Oh Heav'n! | gs; 
And will you leave me thus? Help, Help, Florella. I 
[He drags her to the Door, and breaks from her. 
Help me to hold this yet lov'd cruel Man. 
Oh thy Heart breaks I'm dying, Oh ſtand off; 
I'll not indulge this Woman's Weakneſs; till _ 
Chaft, and fomented,. Jet my Heart ſwell on, 
Till with its Injuries it burſt, and ſhake 
With the dire Blow this Priſon to the Earth. 
Maid. What fad Miſtake has been the Cauſe of this? 
Mon. Caftalio! Oh! how often has he ſwore, 
Nature ſhould change, the Sun and Stars grow dark, 
E' re he would falſify his Vows to me! 
Make haſte, Confuſion, then: Sun, loſe thy Light; 
And Stars drop dead with Sorrow to the Earth; 
For my Caſtalio's falſe. 
Maid. Unhappy Day! ; 
Mon. Falſe as the Wind, the Water, or the Weather; 
Cruel as Tygers oer their trembling Prey: 
] feel him in my Breaſt, he tears my Heart, 
And at each Sigh he drinks the guſhing Blood 
Muſt I be long in Pain? 


Enter Chamont, 
Cham. In Tears, Monimia ! 
Mon. Whoc'er thou art, 
| Leave me alone to my beloy'd Deſpair 
| Cham. Lift up thy Eyes, and ſee who comes to chear 
Tell me the Story of thy Wrongs, and then (chee. 


See if my Soul has Reſt till thou haſt Juſtice. 
Mon. My Brother! 


Cham, Yes, Monimia, if thou think'ft 
That I deſerve the Name, Lam thy Brother. 
Ys 12 ä Mon. 


62 The O 

Mon Oh Caftatio! OO 

Cham. Hah! © Fe ; 
Name me that Name again! My Soul's on 30 
Till I know all: There's Meaning in that Name. 
I know he is thy Husband; therefore truſt me 
With all the following Truth 

Mon. Indeed, Chamont, , | 
There's nothing in it but the Fault of Nature: 

I'm often thus ſeiz'd ſuddenly with Grief, 
- I know not why. 

Cham. You uſe me ill, i 
And I might think with Juſtice moſt ſeverely 
Of this unfaithful Dealing with your Brother. 

Mon. Truly I am not to blame: Suppoſe I'm fond, 
And grieve for what as much may pleaſe another ? 
Should I upbraid the deareſt Friend on Earth 
For the firſt Fault? you would not do ſo : Would you? 

Cham. Not, if I'd Cauſe to think it was a Friend: 

Mon. Why do you then call this unfaithful Dealing? 
I neer conceal'd my Grief from you before: 

Bear with me now, and ſearch my Wounds no farther; . 
For ev'ry Probing pains me to the Heart. 
Cham. Tis Sign there's Danger in't; and muſt beprob'd. 
Where's your newHusband? Still that Thought diſturbs you. 
What! only anſwer me with Tears? Caftalio ! ; 
Nay, now they ſtream? 

Cruel, unkind Caftalio ! Is't not ſo? 
| Mon. I cannot ſpeak, Grief flows fo faſt upon me; 

It choaks, and will not let me tell the Cauſe. 


Ohl! 


Cham. My Ae to my Soul thou'r rt dear, 
As Honour to my Name: Dear as the Light 
To Eyes but juſt reſtor'd, and heal'd of Blindneſs. 
Why wilt thou not repoſe within my Breaſt 
The 3 that torments thee? 

Mon. 


\ 
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Aon. Oh! 1 dare not. 
Cham. I have no Friend but thee: We muſt con fide 
In one another: Two unhappy Orphans, 
Alas, we are; and when I ſee thee prieve, 
Methinks it is a Part of me that ſuffers. 
Mon. Oh, ſhould'ſt thou know the Cauſe of my 1 
I'm fatisfy'd, Chamont, that thou would'ſt ſcorn me; 
Thou would deſpiſe the abject loſt Monimia; 
No more would'ſt praiſe this hated Beauty: But, 
When in ſome Cell, diſtracted, as I ſhall be, 
Thou ſeeſt me lie, theſe unregarded Locks 
Mlatted like Furies Treſſes; my poor Limbs 
Chain d to the Ground; and, ſtead of the Delights 
Which happy Lovers taſte, my Keeper's Stripes, 
A Bed of Straw, and a coarſe wooden Diſh, . 
| Of wretched Suſtenance; when thus thou ſeeſt me, 
Pr'ythee have Charity and Pity for me: 
Let me enjoy this Thought. 
Cham. Why wilt thou rack 
My Soul fo long, Monimia ? Eaſe me quickly 
& Or thou wilt run me into Madneſs firſt. 
Mor. Could you be ſecret? 
: Cham. Secret as the Grave, 
Mon. But when I've told you, will you keep your Fury 
Within its Bounds? Will you not do ſome raſh 
And horrid Miſchief? For indeed, Chamont, © 
You would not think how hardly I've been us'd 
From a near Friend; from one that has my Soul 
ASlave, and therefore treats it like a Tyrant. | 
Cham. Iwill be calm; but has Caftalio wrong d thee * 
Has he already waſted all his Love? 
What has he done? quickly; for I'm all trembling 
With Expectation of a horrid Tale. 
Mon. Oh! could you think it! 
Cham, What? | 
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Mon. I fear he'll kill me. I 
Cham. Hah! _ 

Alon. Indeed Ido; he's trangely cruel to me; 

x | Which if it laſt, 'm ſure muſt break my Heart. 
Cham. What has he done? | 
Mon. Moſt barbarouſly us'd me: 

Nothing ſo kind as he, when in my Arms; 

In thouſand Kiſſes, tender Sighs and Joys, 

Not to be thought again, the Night was waſted ; 

At Dawn of Day he roſe; and lett his Conquelt.. 

But when we met, and I with open Arms 

Ran to embrace the Lord of 11 5 my Wiſhes, 

Oh then! —— 

Cham. Go on! 
Mon. He threw me from his Breaſt,. 
Like a deteſted Sin. | 


Cham. How? | 3 

Mon. As I hung too | | 3 

V pon his Knees, and begg'd to Laowdh Cal: a 
He dragg d me like a Slave upon the Earth, = 

And had no Pity on my Cries. | 5 


Cham. How? did he + 
Daſh thee diſdainfully away with Scorn? 
Mon. He did; and more, I fear, will ne'er be Friends, 
Tho' I ſtill love him with unbatcd Paſſion. ; 
Cham. What, throw thee from him! 
Mon. Yes, indeed, he did. | 
Cham. So may this Arm 
Throw him to th Earth, like a dead Dog deſpis'd; - 
Lameneſs and Leproſy, Blindneſs and Lunacy, 
Poverty, Shame, Pride, and the Name of Villain, 
Light on me, if, Caſtalio, I forgive the. 
Mon. Nay, now, Chamont, art thou unkind as he is: 
Did ſt thou not promiſe me thou would'ſt be calm? | 
Keep my Diſgrace — d? Why ſhould'ſt thou kill bim: * 


— 


By all my Love, this Arm ſhould do him Vengeance. 
Alas! Tlove him till; and tho' I ne'er | 
Claſp him again within theſe longing Arms, 

Yet bleſs him, bleſs him (Gods) where- e er he goes! 


Enter Acaſto. | 


Acaft. Sure ſome ill Fate is tow'rds me; in my Houſe 
I only meet with Oddneſs and Diſorder; 
Each Vaſſal has a wild diſtracted Face; 

And looks as full of Buſineſs as a Blockhead 
In Times of Danger: Juſt this very ene 
I met Caſtalio too —— 
. Cham. Then you met a Villain, 
Acaſt. Hah! 
Cham, Yes, a Villain. 
Acaft, Have a care, young Soldier, 
Ho thou'rt too buſy with Acaſto's Fame; 
I have a Sword, my Arm's good _ Acquaintance, 
Villain to thee—— i 
Cham. Curſe on thy W iow 
Which hinders me toruſh upon thy Throat, 
And tear the Root up of that curſed Bramble! + 
Acaft. Ungrateful Ruffian! ſure my good old Friend 
Was ne'er thy Father; nothing of him” s in thee: 
What have I done in my unhappy Age, 
To be thus us'd? I ſcorn Cupbraid thee, Boy; 
But I could put thee 1 in Remembrance—— 
Cham. Do.. | 
Acaſt. I ſcorn It—— f 
Cham. No, Il calmly hear the 707 | 
For 1 would fain know all, to ſee which Scale 

_ Weighs moſt——Hah ! is not that good old Acaſſo ? 

What have I done? Can you forgive this Folly ?- 

Acaſt. Why doſt thou ask it? 


* 


Cham. 
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Cham. Twas the rude Oer- flowing 
Ot too much Paſſion; pray, my Lord, forgive me. [Kneels, 
| Acaſt. Mock me not, Youth; Inn revenge a Wrong. 

Cham. I know it well; bur for th: Thought of mine, 
Pity a mad Man's Frenzy, and forget it. 
Acaſt. ee but henceforth, pr ythee, be more kind. 

| ie lim. 

Whence came the Cauſe ? | | 
Cham. Indeed I've been to blame: 


But I'll learn better; for you've been my Father: 


You've been her Father too [Takes Mon. 9 the Hand, 
Araft. Forbear the Prologue — _ 
And let me know the Subſtance of thy Tale. 
Cham. You took her up alittle tender Flower, 
Juſt ſprouted on a Bank, which the next Froſt 


Had nipt; and, with a careful loving Hand, 


Tranſplanted her into your own fair Garden, 
Where the Sun always ſhines: There long ſhe flouriſh'd,. 
Grew {ſweet to Senſe, and lovely to the Eye; 
Till at the laſt, a cruel Spoiler came, 
Cropt this fair Roſe, and rifled all its Sweetneſs,. 
- Thencaſt it, like a loathſome Weed, away. 
eaſt. Vou talk tome in Parables, Chamont 3; 
You may have known that I'm no-wordy Man:: 
Fine Speeches are the Inſtruments of Knaves, 
Or Fools, that uſe em, when they want good Senſe ; 
But Honeſty 
Needs no Diſguiſe nor Ornament, Be Plain. 
Cham. Your Son — 
Acaſt. I've two; and both, I hope, have Honour. 
Cham. 1 hope ſo too but | 
. Acaſt. Speak. | 
Cham. I muſt inform you, 
Once more, Caſtalio—— 
Avaſt, Still Caſtalis ! | 
| | Cham. 


De O RPH AN. 67 


Cham. Yes. 
Your Son Caſtalio has wrong 4 Monimia 
Acaſt. Hah! wrong'd her? | 
Cham. Marry'd her. me - Wy 
Acaſt. I'm ſorry for't, OE | | þ | 


Cham. Why ſorry? | 
By yon bleſt Heav'n, there's not a Lord 
But might be proud to take her to his Heart. 
Acaſt. Il not deny't. 
Cham. You dare not, by the Gods, 
| You dare not; all your Family, combin'd 
In one damn'd Falſhood to. out-do (rang 
. Dare not deny't. | -D 
Acaſt. How has Caſtalio wrong'd her? i: 4 
Cham. Ask that of him: I ſay, my Siſter's wrong: . 1 
Monimia my Siſter, born as high 0 
And noble as Caſtalio——Do her Juſtice 
Or, by the Gods, Ill lay a Scene of Blood, 
Shall make this Dwelling horrible to Nature. 
III do't; hark you, my Lord, your Son Caſtalio, 
Take him to your Cloſet, and there teach him Manners, 
Acaſt. You ſtall have Juſtice. 10 
Cham. Nay I will have Juſtice. 
Who'll ſleep in Safety that has done me Wrong? 
My Lord, I'll not diſturb you to repeat 
The Cauſe of this: I beg you (to preſerve 
Your Houſe's Honour) ask it of Caſtalio. 
Acaſt. I will. | 
Cham. Till then TR Ys [ Exit. 
Acaſt. Farewel, w_ Boy. | 
Monimia ! | . | | 5 
Mon. My Lord. 1 | | | . 
Acaſt. You are my Daughter. 113 | 
Mon. Iam, "7 Lord, if you 1 vouchſife to own me. 


Aæaſt. 
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1? Acaſt. When you!l een to me, III prove Hacber. 
e Ex. 


Mon. Now T m undone for ever: Whoo on a Earth. 
Is there ſo wretched as Monimia 
Firſt by Caſtalio cruelly forſaken; _ 
I've loſt Acaſto now: His parting Frowns 
May well inſtruct me, Rage is in his Heart: 
I ſhall be next abandon'd to my Fortune, 
T ̃ bruſt out a naked Wand'rer to the World, 
And branded for the miſchievous Monimia ! 
What will become of me? My cruel Brother 
| - Is framing Miſchiefs too, for ought I know, 
B That may produce Bloodſhed, and horrid 3 | 
| I would not be the Cauſe of one Man's Death, 
* To reign the Empreſs of the Earth; nay, more. 
Id rather loſe for ever my Caſtalio, _ 
| 1 dear unkind Caſtalio! . oe 


Enter Pol yore. 


ol, Monimia weeping! „ 
| So Morning Dews on new-blown Roſes lodge, 
By the Sun's am'rous Heat to be exhal'd. 
I come, my Love, to kiſs all Sorrow from thee. 
What mean theſe Sighs? and why thus beats thy Heart? 
Mon. Let me alone to Sorrow: Tis a Cauſe 
| None e er ſhall know; but it ſhall with me die. 
Pol. Happy, Monimia, he, to whom theſe Sighs, 
Theſe Tears, and all theſe Languiſhings, are paid! 
1 am no Stranger to your deareſt Secret; 
I know your Heart was never meant for me; 
That Jewel's for an elder Brother's Price, 
Aon. My Lord! | 
Pol. Nay, wonder not; laſt Night I heard 
His Oaths, your Vows, and to my Torment ſaw 


Ee — — 


Your 


— 
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Your wild Embraces; heard the Appointment made: 7 M4 
I did, Monimia, and I curſt the Sound. | 
' Wilt thou be ſworn, my Love? wilt thou be ne er ws 
Unkind again? Ns 1 Vt | 
Mon. Baniſh ſuch fruitleſs Hopes! T8 ; 
Have you {worn Conſtancy o my Undoing? 
Will you be ne'er my Friend again? 
Po!. What means my Love? i” 
Mon. Away; What meant "oF Lord „ 
Laſt Night? F I; 
Fol. Is that a Question now to be demantled? 
I hope Monimi was not much difpleas'd. ws 
Mon. Was it well done to treat me like a Proſtitute = 
T'aſſault my Lodging at the dead of Night, © 
And threaten me if I'deny'd rer bf nc 
You ſaid you were EO 
Pol. By thoſe Eyes | . 5 
| It was the ſame; I fpent my Time mdch better, 9 
AI telhthee, ill- natur'd Fair One, I was poſted W 
ö To more Advantage, on a pleaſant Hill! 
Of ſpringing Joy, and everlaſting Sweerneſs 
Mon. Hah — have a Care=—_ ' - 
Pol. Where is the Danger near me? 

Mon. I fear you're on a Rock will eck your Gies 
And drown your Soul in Wretchedneſs for ever; 
A thouſand horrid things crowd on my Memory. Io | . 
Will you be kind, and anſwer me one Queſtion? i 

Pol. Id truſt thee with my Life; on thoſe ſoft Breaſis 34 
Breathe out the choiceſt Secrets of my Heart,” c | 3 


Till I had nothing in it left but Love. 

Mon. Nay, I'll conjure you, by the Gods at Angels, I 
By th'Honour of your Name, that's moſt W N 
To tell me, Polydore, and telb me truly, rr |; 
Where did you reſt aſt Night? | . 6 085 71 e 
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"Pol. Within thy Arms ot 
1 triumph'd: Reft had been my Foe. 1 . . 
Mon. Tis done ; Ep [8he ſaints. 
| Pol. She faints! No Help! Who waits? A Curſe 
Upon my Vanity, that could not keep 
The Secret of my Happineſs in Silence. 
Confuſion ! we ſhall be ſurpriz d anon; 
And conſequently all muſt be betray d. 
Monimia! ſhe breathes . Monimige—— 
Mon. Well | 
Let Miſchiefs multiply! Let.ey'ry. Hour 1 
Of my loath'd Life yield me Encreaſe of Horror! . 
Oh let the Sun to theſe unhappy Eyes | 
Ne'er ſhine again, bur be eclips d for ever! 
May ev'ry thing I look on ſeem, a Prodigy, | 
To fill my Soul with Terrors, till I Wines: : | 
Forget I ever had Humanity, 
And grow a Curſer of the Works of Narare! | 7 
Pol. What means all this? 1 2 1 » 

; Mon. Oh, Polydore, if all | Gi © 

B The Friendſhip. &er you — to ound cin. 

1 Be not a Falſhood; if you ever lo vpe 

Your Brother, you've undone your ſelf and me; 
Pol. Which way can Ruin reach the Man _ ticks} 

AsT am, in Poſſeſſion of thy Sweetgchte | 

Mon. Oh! Im his Wife. B i 
Pol. What ſays Monimi. 4 hob! 

Speak that again. R's by 
Mon. 1 dale Wits 597 Too: ge47 
Pol. His marry'd, wedded Wife? 

Mon. Yeſterday's: En | 3 

Saw it perform d. | 
Pol. And then hives 1 bers 
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Alon. As 1 both | bs 
Muſt taſte of Miſery, that Guilt is thine. 

Pol. Muſt v we be miſerable then? 

Mon. Oh! . 

Pol. Oh! thou — yet be happy. 

Mon. Could'ſt thou be 
Happy, with ſuch a Weight upon thy Soul ? 

Pol. It may be yet a Secret: Ill go try 
To reconcile and bring Caſtalio to thee; _ 

_ Whilſt from the World I take my ſelf away, 
And waſte my Life in Penance for my Sin. | 

Mon. Then thou would'ſt more undo me; heap a Load 
Of added Sins upon my wretched Head: 

Would'ſt thou again have me, betray thy Brother, 
And bring Pollution to his Arms? Curſt Thought! 
Oh, when ſhall I be mad indeed! 

Pol. Nay, then 
Let us embrace, and from this very Moment 
Vo an eternal Miſery together. 

Mon. And wilt thou be a very faithful Wretch? 

Never grow fond of chearful Peace again? 
Wilt thou with me ſtudy to be unhappy. 
And find out Ways how to encreaſe Affliction? 

Pol. We'll inſtitute new Arts unknown before, 
To vary Plagues, and make em look like new ones. 
Firſt, if the Fruit of our deteſted Joy, 

A Child be born, it hall be wurgerd— 

Mon. No; 
Sure that may live. 

Pol. Why? 2 

Mon. To become a thing 
More wretched than its Parents, to be 5 
With all our Infamy, and curſe its Birth. 

Pol. That's well contriv'd ; then thus let's go together; = 
Full of our Guilt, diſtrated where to roam, 
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Like the firſt wretched Pair expell'd their Paradiſe, . 
Let's find ſome Place where Adders neſt in Winter, | 


Loathſome and venomous : Where Poiſons hang 


Like Gums againſt the Walls; where Witches meet 


By Night, and feed upon ſome pamper'd Imp, 
Fat with the Blood of Babes: There well inhabit, 
And live up to the Height of Deſperation. 


Deſire ſhall languifh like a witt'ring Flower, 
And no Diſtinction of the Sex be thought of. 


Horrors ſhall fright me from thoſe pleaſing Harms, 


And I'll no more be caught with Beauty's Charms, 


But when I'm: dying, take me in thy Arms, [Ex. 
2 8 ? AC T 
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Caltalio hing on the Ground. 
$0 N 


L 


Cu all ye Youths, whoſe Hearts er 1 
| By cruel Beauty's Pride; 
Bring each a Garland on his Head, 
Ler none his Sorrows hide: & 4 
But Hand in Hand around me move, 
Singing the ſaddeſt Tales of Love; 
And ſee, when your Complaints ye join, 
If all he Wrongs © can equal mine. 
II. 
The happy ſt Mortal once was T; 
My Heart uo Sorrows knew : + 
Pity the Pain with which I die; 
But ak not whence it grew. 
Tet if a tempting Fair you find, 
That's very lovely, very kind, 
Tho' bright as *.. u, whoſe Stamp ſhe bears, 
Think of my Fate, and ”N her Snares. 


Caſt. See where the Deer trot after one e another, 
Mate, Female, Father, Daughter, Mother, Son, 
Brother and Siſter, —_ all 5 ; 
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No Diſcontent they know, but in agb ofol 1 
Wildneſs and 2 Tee 8 prings, freſh — 
How wil . turn 4 all, and Se pF} 
Upon the Monſter 

Once in a Scaſon too they taſte of Love: 

Only the Beaſt of Reaſon is its Slave, 

And in that Fely drudges al on 


Euter Acaſto: 


1 Caftalis 1 Sm 3 
Caſt. Who's there 

So wretched:but to name cali 6 
Acaſt. 1 hope my Meſſage may OUS. 

Caſt. My Father! 

"Tis Joy to ſee you, tho' where gew nourith's. - 
Acaſt. Im come in Beauty's Cauſe; you'll gueſs the reſt. 

 _ _ Cafi. A Woman! if you love my Peace of Mind, | 
Name not a Woman to me; but to think 

Of Woman, were enough to taint my Brains, 

Till they ferment to Madneſs! Oh! my Father! 
Acaſt. What ails my Boy? 
Caſt. A Woman is the thing 

1 would forget, and blot from my Remembrance. "A 
Acaſt. Forget Monimia! 

- Caſt. She to chooſe: Monimia ! 

The very Sound's ungratefut to my Senſe. (hide 
Acaſt. This might ſeem ſtrange; but you, I've found, will 

Your Heart from me; you dare not wan your Fares 
Caſt. No more Monimia ! 
Acaſt. Is ſhe not your Wife? | 
Caſt. So much the worſe: who loves to hear of Wife? 

When you would give all worldly Plagues a Name 1 

8 1 8 a W 
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| Worſe than they have already, call em Wife: 4 
But a new-marry'd Wife's a teeming Miſchief, 

Full of her ſelf: Why, what a deal of Horror : 

Has that poor Wretch to come, that wedded Yeſterday! 
Acaſt. Caſtalio, you mult go youg with me, 

And fee Monimia. 5 
Caſt. Sure, my Lord but nd me: 

Go. ſee Monimia ! Pray, my Lord, excuſe me; 

And leave the Condut of this Part of Life £: 

To my own Choice. | 

Acaſt. 1 fay, no more Diſpute. 

Complaints are made to me, that you have wrong d her: 

Caſt. Who has complain d! 1 

Acaſt. Her Brother to my Face proclaim'd her wrong d 
And in ſuch Terms, they ve warm'd me. | 

Caſt. What Terms? Her Brother ! Heav'a! | 
Where learnt ſhe that? 

What, does ſhe ſend her Hero with Defence? 
Nie durſt not ſure affront your... 8 

Acaſt. No not much. | 
But 

Caſt. 2 what aid he? 

Acaſt. That thou wert a Villain: | 
Methinks I would not have thee thought a Villain, 

Caſt. Shame on th'ill-manner'd Brute! | 
Your Age ſecur'd him; he durſt not elſe have aid ſo. 

Acaſt. By my Sword, | 
I would not ſec thee wrong'd, and bear it vitely; 

Tho' I have paſt my Word ſhe ſhall have Juſtice. 

Caſt. Juſtice! to give her juſtice would undo her: 
Think you this Solitude I now have choſen, . 
Left Joys juſt op'ning to my Senic, ſought here 
A Place to curſe my Fate in, meaſur'd out | 
My Grave at Length, wiſht to have grown one Piece 
With this cold r and all without a Cauſe 2 
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0 4x5 WE Cbamont. 3 
bam. Where 3 is the Hero, famed and renown'd © 
For wronging Innocence, and breaking Vows; 
Whoſe mighty Spirit, and wheſe ſtubborn Heart, 

No Woman can appeaſe, nor Man provoke? _ | 
Acaſt. 1 gueſs, Chamont, you come to ſeek Caſtalio. DOD 
Cham. I come to ſeek the : Hu of Monimia, | 
Caft. The Slave is here. + 0 
Cham. I thought ere now to ave found yo. - 

Atoning for the Ills you've done Chamont ; ; 

For you have wrong'd the deareſt Part of him. 

Monimia, young Lord, weeps in this Heart; | 

And all the Tears thy Injuries have drawa [| 
From her poor Eyes, are Drops of Blood from hence. 1 

Cat. Then you re Chamontz? 

Cham. Yes, and 1 hope no stranger 

To great Caſtalio. 

Caſt. Loe heard of ſuch a Man, 

That has been very buſy with my Honour: 

I own I'm much indebted to you, Sir; 

And here return the Villain back i 

You ſent me by my Father. TT | 
Cham. Thus 1'il thank you. [ [Draws. 
Acaſt. By this good Sword, who firſt preſumes to Violence 

Makes me his Foe———— , _ [ Draws, and interpoſes. 

Young Man, it once was chats SA [To Caſtalio. 

T was fit Guardian of my Houſe's Honour; 

And you might truſt your Share with me——For you, 

| [To Cham. 

Young Soldier, I muſt tell you, you have wrong'd me: 

1 promis d you to do Monimia Right; | 

And thought my Word a Pledge I would not forfeit 

But you, I find, would fright us to Performance. 

| T | Caſs. 
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Shall then betray my Fears. 


Ys Oi — 
Cat. Sir, in my youngerYears with care you taught me, 

That brave Revenge was due to injur'd Honour; 

Oppoſe not then the Juſtice of my Sword, _ 

Leſt you ſhould make me jealous of your Love. 
Cham Into thy Father's Arms thou fly'ſt for Safety, 

Becauſe thou know'ſt the Place is ſanctify d 

With the Remembrance of an ancient Friendſhip... 
Caſt. I am a Villain if I will not ſeck thee, 

Till 1 may be reveng'd for all the Wrongs 

Done me by that ungrateful Fair thou plead'ſt, for. 
Cham She wrong d thee! by the Fury in my Heart, 

Thy Father's Honour's not above Monimias; 

Nor was thy Mother's Truth and Virtue fairer. 
Acaſt. Boy, don't diſturb the Aſhes of the Ded 

With thy capricious Follies: The Remembrance 

Of the lov'd Creature, that once fill'd theſe Arms 
Cham. Has not been wrong d. 
Caſt. It ſhall not. 
Cham. No, nor ſhall _ | 

Monimia, tho' a helpleſs Orphan, deſtitute 

Of Friends and Fortune, tho” th” unhappy Siſter 


LEY 


Of poor Chamont, whole Sword is all his Portion, | 


B'oppreſt by thee, thou proud imperious Traitor. 
Caſs. Hah! ſet me free. 


Cham. Come both. 
Enter Ser ina. 


Ser. Alas! alas! 


The Cauſe of theſe s my Chamont ? 5 
Who is't has wrong'd thee? 


Caſt. Now where art thou fled 
For ſhelter ? 


Cham. Come from thine, and ſee what 6berd 


8 — 
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Ser. Cruel Caſtalio, 
Sheath up thy angry Sword, and don't affright me: 
Chamont, let once Serina calm thy Breaſt 
If any of my Friends have done thee Fajurics, 
In be reveng'd, and love thee better fort. 
_.. Caſe. Sir, if you'd have me think you did not take 
This Opportunity to ſhew your Vanity, 
Let's meet ſome other time, when by ourſelves 
We fairly may diſpute our Wrongs together. 
Cham. Till then, I am COP! 8 Friend. 
"Caſt. Serin, 
Farewel, 1 wiſh much Hap ineſs attend you. 
Ser. Chamont's the Jearelt thing 1 have on Earth; N 
Give me Chamont, and let the World forſake me. 
Cham. Witneſs the Gods, how happy I'm. in thee} 
| No beauteous Bloſſom of the fragrant Spring, : 
Tho' the fair Child of Nature newly born, .. 
Can be ſo lovely. Angry, unkind Caſtalio,  _ 
Suppoſe 1 ſhould a while lay by my Paſſions, 
And be a Beggar in Monimia's Cauſe, _ 
Might I be heard? | 
Caſt. Sir, twras my laſt Requeſt, 
You w6i'd (though you I find will not) be ald: 
So in a Word, Monimia is my Scorn; 
She baſely ſent you here to try my Fears; 
That was your Buſineſs. 
No artful Proſtitute, in Falſhoods practis d, 
To make advantage of her Coxcomb's Follies, 
Could have done more= Diſquiet vex her for't ! 
Cham. Farewel. [Ex. Cham. and Ser. 
Caſt. Farewel—My Father, you ſeem troubled. 
Acaſt. Would I'd been abſent when this boiſt'rous Brave 
Came to diſturb. thee thus: I'm griev'd I hinder'd 
Thy juſt Reſentment But Monimia— 
Caſt, Damn her. 


Acaſt. 
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Acaſt. Don't curſe her. 

Caſt. Did I? mo 

Acaſt. Les. 

Caſt. I'm ſorry for't. 5 
Acaſt. Methinks, as if 1 gueſs the Fault's but ſmall, 

It might be Pardon d. | 
Caſt. No. 

Acaſt. What has ſhe done? 

_ Caſt. That ſhe's my Wife, may Heay'n and you forgive 
Acaſt. Be reconcil'd then. lng. 
Caſt. Ne.” : 

Acaſt. Go. ſee her. 
Eat. Nor * 

Acaſt. IIl ſend and teln her hither. 
Caſt. No. | 
Acaſt.For my lake, 


Caſtalio, and the Quiet of my Age. 3 


Caſt. Why will you urge a thing my Nature ſtarts at? 
Acaſt. Pr'ythee forgive her. | 
Caſe. Lightnings firſt ſhall blaſt me. 
I tell you, were ſhe proſtrate at my Feet, 
Full of her Sex's beſt diſſembled Sorrows, 
And all that wondrous Beauty of her own, 


My Heart might break, bur it would never ſoften. 


Enrer Florella. 


Flor. My Lord, where are you ? Oh Caſralio; 1 
Acaſt. Hark. | 
Caſt. What's that 3 ? 

Flor. Oh ſhew me quickly, whe 8 Caftalio. 
Acaſt. Why, what's the Buſineſs ? 

Flor. Oh the poor Monimia ! 

Caſt. Hah! 

Acaſt. What's the matter? 


D 4 | Flor. 
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So in a Camp, though at the dead of Night, 


Flor. Hurry'd by Deſpair, . ... „ 
She flies with Fury over all the Hob EY 
Through every Room of each Apartment, crying, I 
Where's my Caſtalio? give me my Caſcalio! 


Except ſhe ſees you, ſure ſhe'll grow diſtacted. 


Caſt. Hah! will ſhe? does ſhe name Caſtalio t | 


| And with ſuch Tenderneſs . Conduct me quickly 6 


To the poor lovely Mourner, Oh my Father! 
Acaſt. Then wilt thou go? Bleſſings attend thy Purpoſe. 
__ Caſt. I cannot hear Monimia's Soul's in Sadneſs, 


And be a Man; my Heart will not forget her. 


But do not tell the World you ſaw this of me. 
Acaſt. Delay not then, but haſte and chear thy Love. 


Caſt. Oh! I will throw m'impatient Arms about her, 


In her ſoft Boſom figh my Soul to Peace. 


Till through the panting Breaſt ſhe finds the way 


To mould my Heart, and make it what ſhe will. 
Monimia ! Oh! | * Acaſt. Caſt. 


Euter Monimia. 


. Mon. Stand off, and give me Room, 


Iwill not reſt till I have found Caſtalia, 


My Wiſhs Lord, comely as rifing Day, 


Amidſt ten thouſand eminently known. 
Flowers ſpring up where-c'er he treads, his Eyes, 


Fountains of Brightneſs, chearing all about him ! 
When wil] they ſhine on me ?—O ſtay my Soul! 


1 cannot die in Peace *till I have ſeen him. 


Caſtalio Re-enters. 
Caſt. Who tiles of dying with a Voice fo beet, 


That Life's in love with't? 


Mon Hark ! 'tis he that anſwers; 


If 


| The n | 


If but the Trumpet's chearful Noiſe is heard,- | 
All at the Signal leap: from downy Reft, 
Am every Heart awakes, as mine does nove. Fs 

Where art thou? | 
Caſt. Here, my Love. 
Mon. No nearer, leſt I vaniſh. | | 
Caſt. Have I. been in a Dream then all this while? 5 

And art thou but the Shadow of Monimiag 

| | Why doſt thou fly me thus? _ | 15 

= Mon. Oh! were it poſſible that we e could drown _ | 

In dark Oblivion but a few. pa Hours, | 

We might be happy. 6 

Caſt. 1st then fo hard, Monimia, to forgive | 

A Fault, where humble Love, like mine, imploresthee® 

| For F mult love thee, though it prove my Ruin. 

| | Which way ſhall I court thee? | 


What ſhall I do to be enough thy Slave, 
And ſatisfy the lovely Pride that's in thee? 

I'll kneel to thee, and weep a Flood before thee; 
Yet pr ythee, Tyrant, break not quite my Heart; 
But when my Task of Penitence is done, 

Heal it again, and comfort me with Love. | 
Mos. If I am dumb, Caſtalio, and want Words, 
To pay thee back this mighty Tenderneſs; 
It is becauſe I look on thee with Horror, 
And cannot ſee the Man I fo have wrong d- 
* Caſe. Tliou has not wrong'd me. 
Mon. Ah! alas, thou talk't 


Juſt as thy poor Heart thinks, ; have not L wrong d thee! 
Caſt. No. © . 
Mon. Still thou wander'ſt in the Dark, Caſtalis ;- 

Tot wilt ere long ſtumble on horrid Den: 1 
Caſt, What means my Eo ve! 8 
Mon. Sen thou ws forgive .. | 
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Caſt. What? 5 | 
Mon. For ry Fault ha Night: Als, chou canſt not. 
Caſt. I can, and do. 

Mon. Thus crawling on the Earth 

Would I that Pardon meet ; the only thing 

Can make me view the Face of oy ys with Hope. 
Cat. Then lers rw near. | 
Mon. Ah me! | 
Caſt. So in the Fields, 


When the Deſtroyer has been out for — 


The ſcatter'd Lovers of the feather'd Kind, 
Secking when Danger's paſt to meet again, 


Make moan, and call, by ſuch Degrees approach, 
Till] joining thus they bill, and ſpread their Wings, 
Murmuring Love, and joy their Fears are over. 


Mon. Let have a care, be not too fond of Feger, 


Leſt i in Purſuance of the goodly Quarry, . 4" 
Thou meet a Diſappointment that diſtracts thee. 


Caſt. My better Angel, then, do thou inform me, 
What Danger threatens me, and . 
Why didſt thou (pr Ithee ſmile, and tell me why) |; 
When I ſtood waiting underneath the Window, _ 
Quaking with fierce and violent Deſires ; _ 

The dropping Dews fell cold upon my Head, 

Darkneſs enclos d, and the Wiads whiſtled round me; | 
Which with my mournful Sighs made ſuch fad Mulick- 
As might have mov'd the hardeſt Heart ; why wertthou 
Deaf to my Cries, and ſenſeleſs of my Pains? _ 
' Mon. Did 1 not beg thee to forbear Inquiry? 
Read'ſt thou vot ſomething in my Face, that ſpeaks 
Wonderful Change, and Horror from within me? 
_ Caſt Then there is ſomething yet which I've not known: 
What doſt thou mean by Horror, and Forbearance 
Of more Inquiry? Tell me, I beg thee tell me: 
And don't betray me to a ſecond Madneſs. 


Aon. 


n. O 3 
Mon. Muſt 11 N 
Cat. If lab ring in the rang ot Death; 

Thou would'ſ do any thing to give me Eaſe; 
VUnfold this Riddle ere my Thoughts grow wild, | 
And let in Fears of ugly Form upon me. g 
Mon. My Heart won t let me ſpeak it; but remember 
Monimia, poor Moni mia, tells you this, ; 

We ne er muſt meet again- 
Caſt. What means my Deſtiny? _ 
For all my good or evil Fate dwells in thee: 


Ne'er meet again! 


Mon. No, never. 
Caſt. Where's the Pow OD 
On Earth, that dares not look like thee, and fay G7? 
Thou art my Heart's Inheritance; I ſerv'd _ 
A long and painful, faithful Slay'ry for the: 
And who ſhall rob me of the dear-bought Bleſſing? 
Mon. Time will clear all, but now let this content you; 
Heav'n has decreed, and therefore I've reſoly'd, | 
(With Torment I muſt tell it thee, Caſtalio) 
Ever to be a Stranger to thy Love; 
In ſome far diſtant Country waſte my Life, 
And from this Day to ſee thy Face no more. 
Caſt. Where am 1? ſureI wander midſt Enchantwent, 
And never more ſhall find the Way to Reſt; 
But, Oh, Monimia ! art thou indeed reſoly'd 
To puniſh me with everlaſting Abſence? 
Why turn'ſt thou from me? I'm alone aready, 
Methinks I ſtand upon a naked Beach, | 
Sighing to Winds, and to the Seas complining, 
Whilſt afar off the Veſlel fails away, | | 
Where all the Treaſure of my Soul's embark'd. * 
Wilt thou not turn ?—Oh! could thoſe Eyes bat ſpeak; 
I ſhould know all, for Love is pregnant in em; 
; They ſwell, they preſs their Beams upon me till: 
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Wilt thou not ſpeak ? If we muſt part for ever 
Give me but one kind Word to think upon, 


And pleaſe my ſelf withal, whilſt my ka Nr. 


Mon. Ah, poor Caftalio!,. . | (Ex. bios. 
Caſt. Pity, by the Gods. X 

She pitics me; then thou wilt go eternally.? P 

What means all this? why all this Stir, to plaghc. 

A ſingle Wretch? If but your Word can ſhake 

This World to Atoms, why ſo much ado  _ 


Wich me? "WF MF: but dead. and RA me 5. 3 


Eurer Polydore. 
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Pol. To "Pg * live a Torinont to my ſelf BY 
What Dog would bear't, that knew but his Condition? 
We've little Knowledge, and that makes us Fonds, 
Becauſe it cannot tell us Whats to come. 

Caſt. Who's there? 

+ Pot. Why, what art e 

Caſt. My Brother Polydore ? 5 

Pol. My Name is Polydore. 

Caſt. Canft thou inform me —— . 

Pol. Of what? SK 

Caſt. Of my Monimia?  . | 

Pot. No. Good-day. Foy 15 12 | 
Caſt. In haſte? © „ 

Methinks my Folhdore appears in Sadneſs. 


Tol. Indeed, and fo to me does my Caſtalia. 
Caſt. Do I? 1 


Fol. Thou doſt. | 

Caſt. Alas! Pve wondrous Reaſoa; 5 5 
I'm ſtrangely alter d, Brother, ſince I faw thee. 

Pol. Why? EI | 

"Cafe. Oh! to tell thee, would but put thy Heart 
To Pain; let me embrace thee but 5 little, . | 
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Within thy friendly Boſom all my Follies; 
For thou wilt pardon em, becauſe they're mine. 


Zut let me here conjure thee, 
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And weep upon thy Neck; 1 wou'd repoſe 


* 


Pol. Be not too credulous; conſider firſt; hy 


Friends may be: falſe. Is there no Friendſhip falſe ? Y 


Caſt. Why doſt thou ask me that? does this appear 
Like a falſe Friendſhip, when with open Arms 
And ſtreaming Eyes, I run upon thy Breaſt? 

Oh, tis in thee alone I muſt have Comfort! 
Pol. I fear, Caſtalio, I have none to give chen 
Caſt. Doſt thou not love me then? 

Pol. Oh, more than Life: 


1 never had a Thought of my Caſtalio 
Might wrong the Friendſhip we had vow'd together. 


Haſt thou dealt ſo by me? 
Caſt. 1 hope I have. 
Pol. Then tell me why this i this Diſorder? 


Caſt. Oh, Polydore, I know not how to tell chere | 


Shame riſes in my Face, and e 1 


The Story of my Tongue. 


Pol. 1 grieve, my Friend 15 r 
Knows. any thing which he's aſham'd to tell me; 


br didſt thou e er conceal thy Thoughts f from n, ? 


| Caſe, Oh! much tag et; . fo wot, 
By all the kind Affection of a Brother, | 
(For I'm. aſham'd to 9 5 Oh ſelf thy Friend), 
Forgive me. 8 | 
Pol. Well, go 0 on. . 
Caſt. Our Deſtiny contriv d 5 


To plague us both with one unhappy Love! +359 105 F 


Thou, like a Friend, a conſtant, gen'rous Friend, 


In its firſt Pangs didſt truſt.me with thy Paſſion; ... ' 111 


Whilſt I ſtill ſmooth'd my Pain with Smiles belors thee, 
And made a Contract Ine er meant INE; Ne 
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8 Til Yeſterday 1 Wendel with Monimia. * 
Pol: Ah, Caſtalio, was that well done? 


Caſt. No; to conceal t from thee, was much a Fault. 


Pol. A Fault! when thou haſt heard 
The Tale I'll tell, what wilt thou call it en 
Eaſt. How my Heart throbs? EIS To 
Pol. Firſt, tor thy Friendſhip, Traitor, 


I cancelt thus; after this Day TH neer. 


Hold Truſt or Converſe with the falſe Cotte: lag 
This witneſs Heav'n. 
Caſt. What will my Fate do with me? 
I've loſt all Happineſs, and know not gw 
What means this, Brother? 15 
Pol. Pertjur'd, beschr. r0us Wretch,” Oe 
Farewel. | | 
Caſt. Vl be thy AM a thou ſhale uſt + me 


| Juſt as thou wilt, do but torgive me. 
Pol, Never. 


Caſt. Oh! think a little what thy Heart is aving; "ng 


How from our Infancy we Hand in Hand 

Have trod the Path of Life in Love together; 
One Bed has held us, and the fame Defires, 
The fame Averſions, ſtill employ d our Thoughts: 


Or Polydore a Foe, that was not mine? 


For the firſt Fault, abandon and forfake me, 
Leave me amidſt Afflictions to my ſelf, 


Plung d in the Gulph of Grief, and nome to help e 


Pol. Go to Monimia, in her Arms thou'lt find 


Repoſe; ſhe has the Art of healing Sorrows, hs W 


L What Lt 


Wheneer had T à Friend, that was not Polydore's ** | 
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Ev'n in the Womb we'mbrac'd ; and wilt thou ii now, 
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Tol. 


Pol. Blind Wretch, thou Husband! cheek a Queſtion ; ; 
Go to her fulſome Bed, and wallow there, | 
Till ſome hot Ruffian, full of Luſt and Wine, 


Come ſtorm thee out, and ſhew thee what” s thy Bargain. 


Caſt. Hold there, I charge thee. 
Pol, Is ſhe not a—— , 
Caſt. Whore? 


Pol. Ay, Whore; 1 think that Word needs no expaining: 


Caſt. Alas! I can forgive ev'n this to thee: 

But, let me tell thee, Polydore, I'm griev'd 

To find thee guilty of ſuch low Revenge, 

To wrong that Virtue which thou could'ſt not ruin! 
Fol. It ſeems I ye then? 
Caſt. Should the braveſt Man _ 

That cer wore conq ring Sword, but dare to whiſper 

What thou proclaim'ſt, he were the worſt of Lyars: 
My Friend may be miſtaken. 

Pol. Damn th' Evaſion ; 
Thou mean'ſt the worſt ; and he's a baſe-born Villain | 
That faid I ly'd. 


Caſt. Do, draw thy Sword, and thruſt it thro? my Hearts 


There is no Joy in Life, if thou art loft. 
A baſe-born Villain! 
Pol. Yes, thou never eameſt 8 
From old Acaſto's Loins ; the Midwife put 5 
A Cheat upon my Mother, and inſtead 
Of a true Brother, .in the Cradle by me 
lac d ſome coarſe Peafant's Cub, and thou art he. 
Caſt. Thou art my Brother ill, 
Pol. Thou ly'ſt. FE: | | ; 5 
Caſt. Nay, hear... . [He draws. 
Yet I am calm. a „ 
Pol. A Coward' s always ſo. 3 
Caſt. Ah—ah—that ſtings home: Coward! © 
Pol. Ay, baſe-born Coward, Villain. 
= . Caſt. 
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Caſe. This to thy Heart then, tho my Mother bore thee. 
[Fight; Polydore drops his Sword, and runs on LANNY 4 
Pol. Now my Caſtalio is again my Friend. 5 
Caſt. What have I done! my Sword is in thy Breaſf. 
Pol. So I would have it be, thou beſt of Men. 
Thou kindeſt Brother, and thou trueſt Friend. (Juſtice; 
Caſt. Ye Gods, we're taught, that all your Works are 
Y'are painted merciful, and Friends to Innocence: 
Ff , then why theſe Plagues upon my Head? _ 
- Pol. Blame not the Heay'ns, here lies thy Fate, Caſtalio; "mY 
| Thiare not the Gods, tis Polydere has wrong d thee ; | 
I've ſtain d thy Bed; thy ſpotleſs Marriage Joys 
Have been polluted by thy Brother” s Luft. 
Caſt. By thee! 
Pol. By me; laſt Night the Capris Deed 
Was done, when. all things ſlept, but Rage and lar. 
N. ou where's Monimia : Oh! , 


_ Enter Monimia. 


Aen. I'm here; who calls me: \ 
Nlethought I heard a Voice TT 
| Sweet as the Shepherd's s Pipe upon the Mountains, F 
When all his little Flock's at feed before him. 
But what means this? here's Blood! 5 
Caſt. Ay, Brother's Blood; . Ee: 
Art thou prepar'd for everlaſting Pains 7 
Fol. Oh, let me charge thee by thieternal Juſtice,. | 

Hurt not her tender Life! . ; 

Caſt. Not kill her? Rack me, f 
ve Pow'rs above, with all your choiceſt Torments, ; 
Horror of Mind, and Pains yet uninvented, 
If I not practiſe Cruelty upon her, 1 
ay. on og . way. 78. never known. 
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Mon, That Task my ſelf have finiſh'd, I ſhall die 
Before we part; I've drunk a healing Draught 3 
For all my Cares, and never more Jhall wrong thee. . 

Pol. Oh, ſhe's innocent. 5 
Caſt. Tell me that Story, 3 
And thou wilt make a Wretch of, me indeed. 

Pol. Hadſt thou, Caſtalio, usd me like a Fricnd, 

This neer had happen d; hadſt thou let me ko-. 
Thy Marriage, we had all now met in Joy: 

Bur ignorant of that, 

Hearing th*Appointment made, inrag'd to think 

Thou hadſt out: done me in ſucceſsful Love, 

L in the dark went and ſupply'd thy Face; 
Whilſt all the Night, midſt our triumphant Joys, Eo 
The trembling, tender, kind, deceiv'd Monimia, 
Embrac'd, careſs d, and call'd me her Caſtalio. 

' Caſt. And all this is the Work of my own Fortune: 

None but my ſelf could e er have been fo curſt. 

My fatal Love, alas! has ruin'd thee, 

Thou faireſt, goodly'{ Frame the Gods e er made, 

Or ever human Eyes and Hearts ador d. 1 TY 
I've murder'd too my Brother. 

Why would ſt thou ſtudy ways to damn me further, 
And force the Sin of Parrieide upon me? 

Pol. Tw¾as my own Fault, and thou art innocent 
| Forgive the barb'rous Treſpaſs of my Tongue; 
Twas a hard Violence; I could have dy'd 

With Love of thee, ev'n when I us'd thee worſt ; 

Nay, at each Word that my Diſtraction utter d, 

My Heart recoibd, and *rwas half Death to ſpeak em. 

Mon. Now, my Caſtalio, the moſt dear of Men, 
Wilt thou receive Pollution to thy Boſom, _ 

And cloſe the Eyes of one that has 8 d thee ? 


© Caſts 


. 
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b. Im cbunhappy Wretch, whoſe curſe = 


" Has Sehe 8 down into Deſtruction with him; 5 


Why then thus kind to me? 
Mon. WhenT'mlaidlow i i'th'Grave, and quite f n 
May ſt thou be y in a fairer Bride; 


But none can Ver love thee like Monimia. 
When ! am dead, as preſently I ſhall be, 


(For the grim Tyrant graſps my Heart 0 
Speak well of me; and if thou find ill Tongues 


Too buſy with my Fame, don't hear me wrong d; 3 


Twill be a noble Juſtice to the Memory 
Of a poor Wretch once honour'd with thy Love. 


How my Head fwims; tis very dark. Good- night. ¶ Dies. 


Caſt. If I ſurvive thee! what a Thought was words 
Thank Heay” n, 1 bo Frepar d re oe * 


bur, Chamont, Aar and fred 5 hende and 
_— | 


Cham. Gape nel, e quick — 


171 forgive your Houſe, if I not live 


An everlaſting Plague to thee, Acaſto, 
And all thy Rare. Yehave over-pow'r'd me now; 
But hear me, Heav'n !— Ah! here's the Scene of Death, | 
My Siſter, my Monimia Breathleſs! — Now, 
Ye Powers above, if ye have Juſtice, ſtrike, 
Strike Bolts thro* me, and thro' the curſt Caſtalio. 
Acaſt. My Polydore. 
Pol, Who calls? 
Acaſt. How cam'ſt thou Wenne ? 
Caſt.Stand off, thou hot-brain'd, doiſt rous, noiſy Ruffian, 
And leave me to my Sorrows. 
Cham. By the Love — 
I bore her living, I will neer forſake her; 
But here remain till my Heart burſt with fobbing. 


be Onvnan. 
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| Caſe. Vaniſh, I charge thee, or— " [Draws a Dagger. 


Cbam. Thou canſt not kill me; 
That would be Kindneſs, and againft thy Nature. 


Acaſt. What means Caſtalio? Sure thou wilt not pull 


More Sorrows on thy aged Father's Head. 
Tell me, I beg you, tell me the ſad Cauſe 
Of all this Ruin? 

Pol. That muſt be my Task: 
But tis too long for one in Pains to tell; 
You'll in my Cloſet find the Story written £ 
Of all our Woes. Caſtalio $ innocent, 


And io's Monimia; only Im to blame: 


Enquire no farther.. 
Caſs. Thou, unkind Chamont, 
Unjuſtly haſt purſu'd me with thy Hate, 


And ſought the Life of him that never wrong'd thee : 72 


Nov if thou wilt embrace a noble ve 
Come join with me and curſe. 


_ Cham. arr: org. e - 


"Caſt. Firſt thy elf, 
As Ido, and the Hour that gave thee Birth : 
Confuſion and Diſorder ſeize the World, 
To ſpoil all Truſt and Converſe amongſt Men ; 
'Twixt Families engender endleſs Feuds, 
In Countries needleſs Fears, in Cities Factions, 
In States Rebellion, and in Churches Schiſm: 
Till all things move againſt the Courſe of: Nature; 
Till Form's diſſolv d, the Chain of Cauſcs b oken, 
And the Originals of Being loſt. 

Acaſt. Have Patience. 

Caſt. Patience! Preach it to the Winde, 
To roaring Seas, or raging Fires! the Knavzs 
That teach it, laugh at ye when ye believe em. 
Strip me of all the common Needs of Lite, 
Scald me with Leproſy, let Friends for ſake me, 


Pl 


1 
1 
| 


Comfort my mourning Father, heal his Griets ; ; 
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II bear it all; ebe MG e 


That I am now, tis this muſt give me Patience: "i 
Thus 1 find Reſt, and ral 1 no more. wk 


Wet e 


Fol. cee h % 
Ca. 1 come. % nt EIT 
Chamont, to thee my Bütthright 1 el rae} a 

[Acaſts faints into the Arms of a Servant. 
For I perceive they fall with Weight upon him. 
And, for Monimia's Sake, whom thou wilt find 
I never wrong'd, be kind to poor Serin. road 
Now all I beg is, lay me in one Grave 
Thus with my Love. Farewel. I now am noting.” 
[ Dies. 

Cham. Take care of good Acaſto, whilſt T go 
To ſearch the Means by which the Fates have plagu'd us, 
Tis thus that Heav'n its Empire does maintain; 
It may afflict, but Man mut not ET 8 
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Tosu. ſeen one 8 . here; Pa” A* 
May be the next, if old Acaſto die. 

Showld is prove ſo T'd fain amongſt you hn 
Whe tis would 70 the e be — N i 
Is there awed 3 you nd Good-nature? Nx. 
What (hall I do? Should I the Godly ſeek, 
And go a conventicling twice a Week ? ä 

uit the lewd Stage, and its prophane Pollution, ; 


Aﬀet.each Form and Saint-like Inſtitution ; 
9 draw the Brethren all to Contribution: 
Or ſhall I (as I gueſs the Poet mag 
Within theſe three Days) fairly run away? 3 | 4 
No; to ſome City-Lodgings I'll retire; © £7 1 
Seem very grave, and Privacy deſire; | | 
Till I am thought ſome Heireſs rich in Lands, 
Bled to eſcape a cruel Guardian's Hands: 
Which may produce a Story worth the telling, 
Of the next Sparks that go à Fortune · ſtealing. 


d fon, ne; Sold by, 
B's Gn A. Betteſ- 
worth, F. Clay, J. „ and C. 
Corbett. | 
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